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Yearbooks,  as  a  rule  of  thumb,  are  generally  trite,  insincere,  boring,  and  coldly  distant  from  the  insights  that  most 
of  the  students  share.  At  least,  this  is  the  way  it  appears  to  be;  an  endless  carnival  of  mug  shots  strung  together  with 
a  few  lightly  entertaining  but  dry  essays.  A  drag  to  read  and  even  a  bigger  drag  to  put  together.  There  had  to  be 
something  that  would  maintain  the  sanity  of  those  few  friends  who  helped  me.  But,  beyond  the  tedium  that  obscures 
the  yearbook  and  Tufts  in  general  and  makes  them  appear  to  us  as  different  as  penguins,  beyond  this  endless  cycle  of 
work,  sleep  and  drunken  parties  there  is  something  mysterious  and  subtle  that  lurks  behind  every  breath  we  take  and 
every  movement  we  make.  Motivating  us  to  achieve  new  heights  in  our  search  for  learning,  communication,  and 
sometimes  just  plain  insanity,  we  remain  the  same,  yet  we  change.  Like  pieces  of  dust  in  the  wind,  we  are  tossed  and 
turned  by  circumstances.  Some  are  bold,  some  are  indifferent,  some  bend,  and  some  break.  Joy,  depression,  love, 
and  hate  flow  like  the  sounds  of  a  strange  and  forgotten  music  from  this  hill  we  call  home. 

Do  not  ask  why. 

It  is. 

Be  here  now. 
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OFFICE  OF  THE  CHIEF 


TUFTS  UNIVERSITY 


MEDFORD,  MASSACHUSETTS  02155 
(617)  628-5000 


TUFTS  UNIVERSITY  POLICE 
ANNOUNCES  A  NEW  COURSE  OFFERING 

LARC.  101  APPLIED  LARCENY  0  (0-0). 
This  course  is  open  to  undergraduates, 
graduates,  and  may  be  audited  without 
permission. 

PREREQUISITES:  CARELESSNESS  103; 
INDIFFERENCE  106  (Note:  3  hours  of 
IGNORANCE  516  may  be  substituted). 

TUITION:  Varies.  Dependent  upon  value  of 
property  you  can  afford  to  relinquish. 

MEETING  TIMES:  Hours  arranged  by  the 
instructor  when  the  best  opportunity 
exists. 

INSTRUSTORS:  Course  taught  by 
numerous  professional  and  amateur 
instructors.  Some  have  served  lengthy 
fellowship  .and  accredited  institutions. 

REGISTRATION:  Students  need  not 
register  for  this  course.  Instructors  will 
contact  you  upon  proof  of  completion  of 
prerequisites. 

This  course  is  designed  to  leave  you  with 
an  unforgettable  educational  experience. 
PS:  TUP  does  not  recommend  this  course 
to  anyone.  Please  take  care  of  your 
property. 
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Members  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  or  Quakers,  worship  in  silence.  A  visitor  to  a  silent  meeting, 
uncertain  of  Quaker  practice,  turned  to  a  Friend  and  asked,"  Pardon  me,  but  when  does  the 
service  begin?"  The  Friend  replied,  "The  service  begins  when  the  meeting  is  over." 

So  it  is  with  members  of  the  Class  of  1977.  Now  that  the  preparation  is  over,  the  education 
begins  in  earnest.  Or  it  should!  For  too  many  graduates,  however,  commencement  is  an  end 
rather  than  a  beginning.  It  is  a  goal  to  which  students  aspire  and  with  which  they  are  satisfied. 
Our  common  expressions  reveal  our  attitudes  here.  We  speak  of  graduating  from  the  University. 
We  speak  of  being  through.  But  if  our  education  has  been  effective,  we  would  not  feel  comfortable 
in  speaking  this  way.  We  should  see  ourselves  as  being  graduated  into  and  not  away  from  the 
university. 
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That  we  concieve  of  graduation  this  way  is  hardly  surprising.  After  all,  most  of  us  have  been 
conditioned  throughout  our  schooling  to  think  of  satisfying  our  teachers  as  our  first  priority. 
Imagine!  A  lifetime  of  finding  out  what  the  teacher  wants  —  and  attempting  to  satisfy  him  or  her. 
Imagine!  "psyche"  the  professor;  find  out  what  he  or  she  wants.  On  to  graduate  school  for  more 
of  the  same.  It  takes  a  remarkably  strong-minded  student  not  to  be  intimidated  by  the  rigid 
patterns  of  our  systems.  Wittingly  or  not,  much  of  our  formal  education  has  become  characterized 
by  a  buying  and  selling  of  units  of  academic  currency  called  credits.  Have  you  had  Hemingway? 
"Yes,  two  credits."  Have  you  had  religion?  "Well,  only  one  credit."  This  travesty  —  no  less  unfor¬ 
tunate  for  being  unintended  —  is  of  our  own  creation.  And  as  we  have  allowed  it  to  develop,  we 
can,  given  the  will,  change  it. 

Members  of  the  Class  of  1977  have  not,  of  course,  been  immune  to  pressures  to  interpret  their 
education  in  such  terms,  or  in  terms  of  success  in  entering  graduate  school  or  in  securing  a 
lucrative  job.  Yet  from  its  beginning  Tufts  has  given  ample  evidence  of  a  more  profound  and  more 
enduring  understanding  of  higher  education.  Tufts'  founders,  members  of  a  minority  religious 
group,  the  Universalists,  insisted  that  their  College  reflect  their  rejection  of  the  then  prevailing 
standards  of  religious  discrimination.  In  the  most  recent  periods.  Departments  have  continuously 
scrutinized  their  curricula  to  develop  programs  which  most  effectively  encourage  students  to  take 
initiative  for  their  own  learning.  Also,  programs  like  the  College  Within,  the  Plans  of  Study,  and 
the  Experimental  College  have  stood  as  constant  reminders  to  students  and  faculty  alike  that  the 
ultimate  goal  of  education  is  not  to  satisfy  a  professor's  or  a  program's  "requirements"  but  to 
engage  responsibly  in  a  lifelong  process  of  independent  learning.  Happily,  today  Tufts  remains  in 
the  vanguard  of  educational  pioneering  with  imaginative  and  dynamic  new  leadership  which  is 
envisioning  and  creating  bold  new  institutes  and  schools  commited  simultaneously  to  the  deepest 
and  highest  goals  of  education  and  to  the  widest  concepts  of  service  to  humanity. 

Members  of  the  Class  of  1977,  I  hope  that  you  will  see  your  graduation  as  only  one  milestone  in 
your  own  never-ending  intellectual  and  spiritual  adventure.  I  hope  that  your  graduation  is  not 
from  but  into  an  enduring  community  of  memory,  commitment,  and  hope,  the  community  of 
Tufts  alumni  and  friends. 


Howard  Hunter 

Chairman  of  the  Religion  Department 
the  College  Within 
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Jumbo:  What  was  it  that  appealed  to  you  about  becoming  President  of  Tufts? 

President  Mayer:  I've  been  in  Universities  I  would  say  almost  all  of  my  life. 

I  was  a  member  of  faculties  of  Universities  for  twenty-eight  years;  twenty-six  of  them  at  Harvard.  It  is  a  very 
pleasant  life  to  be  a  senior  professor  at  Harvard  and  also  a  master  in  one  of  the  houses  because  you  have  a  sense  of  the 
best  of  both  worlds.  Still,  because  I  am  very  interested  in  educational  philosophy,  I  am  interested  in  the  whole 
concept  of  the  university  structure  and  what  can  be  done  with  it.  I  am  also  interested  in  the  relationship  of  under¬ 
graduate  to  graduate  education  and  what  you  can  write  about  all  those  things.  If  you  have  a  chance  to  help  do  it,  it's 
more  interesting.  And  after  publishing  about  six  hundred  research  articles,  teaching  a  great  many  courses,  I  felt  it  was 
time,  if  I  was  ever  going  to  get  to  educational  action,  for  a  change.  Now  to  the  question  of  why  Tufts  rather  than  any 
other  University.  First  of  all,  it's  a  very  nice  place,  and  its  a  good  university.  It's  not  too  large  so  that  you  can't  actually 
do  something.  Whereas,  in  very  enormous  organizations  it's  very  hard  to  make  any  changes.  It's  not  too  small,  it's  a 
complete  university  with  very  excellent  graduate  schools,  as  well  as  the  undergraduate  liberal  arts  college.  And  then, 
on  top  of  it,  it's  in  the  greater  Boston  area  and  I've  lived  most  of  my  life  in  New  England  and  Boston  is  a  city  I  love.  I 
know  a  great  many  people,  it's  very  easy,  I  didn't  have  to  pull  up  stakes  and  leave.  All  my  friends,  my  neighbors,  my 
church.  So,  it  was  a  very  pleasant  eventuality,  something  I  ought  to  do  and  I  do  with  pleasure. 

J:  As  far  as  your  concepts  of  education  are  concerned,  what  would  you  plan  to  change  at  Tufts? 

M:  I've  been  struck  by  the  fact  that  since  the  founding  of  Universities,  in  particular  since  the  Renaissance,  univer¬ 
sities  have  gone  toward  greater  and  greater  specialization,  and  yet  all  big  societal  decisions,  decisions  which  involve 
bringing  together  facts  from  a  great  many  fields  and  balancing  them  with  ethical  factors  into  decision  making.  And 
one  of  the  things  we're  working  on,  as  you  know,  is  the  development  of  undergraduate  programs  leading  to  policy 
analysis  and  decision  making.  So  that's  one  change  in  undergraduate  education.  I  am  also  struck  by  the  fact  that 
universities  are  better  at  talking  about  the  arts  than  doing  them,  usually.  So  we  are  developing  that  strong  system  of 
interaction  with  the  Boston  Museum  of  Fine  Arts  School,  the  New  England  Conservatory,  with  those  that  are  major¬ 
ing  in  drama,  art,  music,  and  so.  In  engineering,  there  I  am  struck  by  the  fact  that  many  of  our  engineers  end  up  as 
plant  managers  and  as  people  that  run  these  plants.  And  yet  there  is  no  place  in  the  country  that  teaches  them 
management  of  large  steel  and  building  projects.  A  lot  of  engineers  go  into  business  and  management  school,  but 
usually  they  go  there  to  cease  being  engineers  and  to  become  executives  and  managers.  I  am  also  interested  in 
international  affairs  and  in  the  development  of  an  international  relations  major  jointly  with  the  undergraduate  pro¬ 
gram  and  the  Fletcher  School.  So,  there  are  alot  of  things  growing  and  which  we  are  working  on  in  the  undergraduate 
curriculum  which  I  think  people  will  be  interested  in.  I  am  also  interested  in  developing  more  medical  courses  for 
people  not  going  to  be  physicians,  and  courses  in  agriculture  for  people  who  are  not  going  to  be  farmers.  In  the  health 
area,  of  course,  we're  doing  quite  a  bit  in  terms  of  structuring  better  medical  education  within  the  overall  health 
system  of  the  country.  We  are  looking  at  affiliated  health  professions,  we  are  looking  at  possibly  having  a  veterinary 
school.  We  are  trying  to  create  between  what  we  already  have  and  with  the  resources  we  can  bring  in  probably  the 
most  integrated  regional  and  the  most  integrated  intellectually  of  all  the  systems  of  health  education  in  the  U.S.  at 
Fletcher  which  is  an  extraordinarily  good  school  that  has  strong  traditional  majors  and  a  history  of  diplomacy,  inter¬ 
national  law,  international  economics  and  cultural  exchange  we  are  planning  to  expand  into  problems  that  we  will 
have  to  deal  with  in  the  future  such  as  food,  energy,  maritime  affairs,  population.  We  are  also  creating  think  tanks  to 
go  along  with  the  Fletcher  School.  We  already  have  one  institution  of  foreign  policy.  We  are  a  university  which  really 
is  in  full  evolution  and  I  think  it's  perceived  by  the  outside  world  as  a  university  where  things  are  really  happening, 
which  has  really  exciting  programs  going  on.  And  I  think  we  are  on  our  way  to  being  seen  as  a  great  national 
university.  And  that's  something  you  couldn't  do,  to  get  back  to  your  previous  question,  at  a  place  like  say  Boston 
University  which  is  so  beset  by  financial  problems.  It  would  also  be  difficult  to  do  that  in  universities  which  may  be 
very  wealthy  but  are  very  traditional  and  very  decentralized  in  their  mode  of  governance.  And  it  would  be  difficult  to 
do  it  in  a  state  university.  So  Tufts  is  a  good  place  to  really  zero  in  on  an  educational  response  to  the  new  view  of  the 
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world. 

J:  One  of  the  principle  problems  I  see  here  and  I  think  a  great  deal  of  the  student  population  sees,  which  I  don't  know 
how  much  feedback  you've  gotten  back  on  is  that  the  facilities  here  at  the  undergraduate  school  are  less  than 
adequate. 

M:  First  of  all,  let  me  talk  about  this,  yesterday  we  approved  the  continued  restoration  of  Barnum.  We're  going  to 
spend  three  million  dollars  in  the  next  eighteen  months.  We'll  have  a  three  hundred  seat  classroom,  a  one  hundred 
seat  classroom,  additional  labs,  and  other  additional  resources.  We  are  also  planning  to  build  a  rather  large  student 
center.  We  have  a  whole  study  done  that's  been  done  and  you  know  it's  a  very  interesting  thing  because  everybody  is 
so  good  about  saying  what  the  student  center  should  be.  But  we  have  had  a  team  who  has  for  two  months  inter¬ 
viewed  a  lot  of  people  on  the  campus  and  we  believe  that  no  two  people  have  the  same  opinion  about  what  the 
student  center  should  be.  Well,  you  may  think  there  is  a  consensus,  but  I  assure  you  we  have  interviewed  a  lot  of 
people  and  when  you  look  at  the  list  you  can  see  that  there  is  not.  Let  me  assure  you  that  it's  not  that  easy  to  decide 
what  it  is  that's  important  to  do  because  no  two  people  have  the  same  priorities.  For  instance,  you  would  say  that 
there  is  general  agreement  that  one  needs  a  snack  bar  that  would  be  open  at  various  times.  When  you  ask  me  for  how 
many  times  a  week  would  you  use  it  if  we  had  it,  do  you  know  that  the  average  works  out  to  be  less  than  one  time 
per  week.  A  lot  of  students  are  not  interested.  I  have  all  sorts  of  other  things.  For  some  people  a  sauna  is  very 
important,  other  people  would  care  less  whether  there's  a  sauna  or  not.  Some  people  are  interested  in  having  a 
beer-cellar.  The  average  use  is  about  once  a  month.  If  you  ask  enough  students  opinions  one  thing  is  clear,  not 
everyone  wants  the  same  things. 

J:  How  about  a  travel  bureau,  we  need  a  travel  bureau,  a  small  office  to  get  in  touch  with  airlines.  Now  that  wouldn't 
be  used  very  much,  but  it's  an  essential  part  because  a  lot  of  people  here  are  from  all  over  the  country  and  now  they 
have  to  go  to  Boston  to  arrange  things. 

M:  The  point  of  the  matters  is,  you  are  absolutely  sure,  you  speak  with  great  vehemence,  you  know  what  people 
want.  But  this  is  not  true.  Other  people  have  entirely  different  priorities. 

J:  But  you  said  there  is  a  consensus  that  we  should  have  a  student  center. 

M:  Yes,  but  there  is  no  consensus  about  what  it  is. 

J:  MIT  solved  the  problem  by  putting  everything  in  their  student  center.  They  have  an  incredible  student  center.  I 
think  it  would  do  a  lot  for  cohesion  of  the  school. 

M:  Where  do  you  think  I'm  going  to  get  a  million  dollars  for  this  student  center? 

J:  From  the  six-thousand  dollar  tuition  we  apy. 

M:  Think  again.  Now  that's  the  sort  of  easy  answer.  Six  thousand  dollars  doesn't  even  pay  for  a  fraction  of  our  costs. 
If  I  want  to  get  first  rate  professors  I  have  to  pay  them  more,  and  so  on  and  so  forth.  Remember,  that  the  faculty  of  Art 
and  Sciences  at  Harvard  is  operating  at  a  big  deficit  in  spite  of  their  rather  large  endowment.  We  have  been  in  the 
black  for  years  and  intend  to  stay  in  it,  and  can't  afford  not  to  be.  The  point  of  the  matter  is,  we  will  have  a  student 
center,  but  it  probably  will  be  something  more  modest  than  what  people  think  it  is.  The  other  thing  which  we  are 
particularly  interested  in  is  that  a  lot  of  students  have  never  gone  to  Eaton  Lounge. 

J:  That's  fine,  but  the  thing  is  there  are  committees  .  .  . 

M:  No,  no,  no  we  say  that's  fine  but  the  fact  of  the  matter  is  when  I  tried  to  access  the  urgency  of  a  student  center  as 
compared  to  other  competing  urgencies,  like  a  new  theatre,  a  music  building,  and  so  on,  I  have  to  be  convinced  that 
people  would  really  use  it,  and  be  convinced  that  every  component  would  be  used,  and  that's  where  I  have  some 
problem.  I  mean  there  are  some  people  who  think  a  barber  shop  is  more  important  than  eating.  Now,  a  lot  of  those 
facilities  that  you  are  talking  about  can  be  done  in  another  way.  For  instance,  a  travel  aid,  or  travel  office  is  useful  to 
have,  someone  on  the  campus  who  has  the  information  and  can  do  it.  But  if  you  knew  that  the  travel  office  was  in  one 
of  the  dormitories,  or  at  Curtis  Hall,  which  is  an  underused  building  .  .  .  So,  my  point  is  that  yes,  I  am  very 
conscious  of  the  fact  that  there  are  things  which  should  be  brought  on  the  campus  which  do  not  exist  right  now.  I  am 
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also  not  absolutely  convinced  that  a  single  unitary  student  center  is  necessarily  the  best  way  to  provide  all  the  services 
that  can  be  thought  of.  And  so  I  have  to  sort  out  and  figure  out  what  it  is  that  actually  needs  to  be  centralized  and 
what  could  be  decentralized.  And  balancing  priorities,  and  what  it  is  that  people  want.  The  drama  people  would  like 
a  theatre  that  seats  four  or  five  hundred  people.  The  music  people  would  like  an  auditorium,  etc.  It  becomes  fairly 
clear  that  we're  going  to  need  one  or  two  auditoriums.  It's  not  clear  that  each  one  of  the  units  needs  to  have  one  but 
that  is  what  they  would  like  to  have.  So  what  I  am  saying  is  that  before  we  go  into  very  expensive  types  of  decisions 
we  have  to  be  really  sure  to  see  how  we  can  consolidate.  There  is  no  doubt  that  we  need  more  buildings  and  more 
space.  We  also  have  to  be  very  sure  that  we  can  consolidate  and  combine  the  things  that  we  need  to  do.  One  reason 
many  people  like  Tufts  is  because  of  the  looks  of  the  place.  This  is  very  important.  The  feeling  of  having  an  open 
campus  in  the  middle  of  a  very  crowded  area  is  very  important.  I  can  not  afford  to  cover  up  the  hill  with  buildings 
that  people  would  like  to  have.  This  is  one  more  reason  why  a  center  as  large  as  the  one  at  MIT  would  be  very  much 
of  a  problem.  Where  would  you  put  it?  There  are  two  open  spaces  on  campus.  But,  again  my  point  is  that  it  may  well 
be  that  we  do  need  to  spread  things  out  more.  We  have  a  lot  of  space  on  the  other  side  of  the  railroad  tracks  but 
people  think  of  it  as  sort  of  a  graveyard  there.  If  we  started  putting  some  dormitories  or  activities  down  there  all  of  a 
sudden  we  would  have  more  room  rather  than  less  because  people  would  start  thinking  about  it  as  part  of  the 
campus.  At  this  point  we  have  a  peculiar  situation  that  the  place  where  everyone  wants  their  buildings  would  kill 
every  tree  and  every  blade  of  grass.  But  the  minute  you  say  we  may  be  able  to  do  it  but  we  must  do  it  out  there, 
people  say  it's  too  far.  If  you  really  think  that  it's  too  far  and  you  are  no  longer  interested,  how  much  do  you  really 
need  it.  And  this  is  not  a  problem  just  with  the  student  center  which  is  very  important,  I  am  not  denying  for  a  minute 
that  we  need  more  communal  facilities,  all  I  am  saying  is  that  I  have  to  try  and  combine  this  with  the  various  other 
needs  because  when  I  put  all  the  priorities  together  it's  going  to  cost  an  awful  lot  of  money.  The  medium  income  of 
the  families  of  the  students  that  go  to  Tufts  is  now  going  to  be  fairly  high,  but  you  have  to  remember  that  the  college 
has  grown  in  size.  Incidentally,  I  don't  want  Tufts  to  grow  any  further  because  it's  getting  too  large.  The  alumni  body, 
among  the  people  who  are  say  forty-five  now,  is  relatively  small  because  in  those  days  the  college  was  small.  But  what 
I  can  say  is  that  I  think  that  our  tuition  will  continue  to  be  comparable  to  the  tuitions  of  comparable  colleges  and  that 
the  increase  will  be  of  the  same  volume  as  everybody  else.  Everybody  is  facing  the  same  problems.  And  I  must  say 
that  you'd  be  surprised  how  expensive  fuel  has  been  this  winter.  I  wouldn't  be  surprised  if  we  ended  up  spending 
several  hundred  thousand  more  than  we  expected.  But,  then  that's  the  same  problem  that  everyone  in  the  north  is 
facing. 

J:  So  we  can  probably  expect  about  a  four  hundred  tuition  increase. 

M:  Right.  Let  me  add  that  in  a  situation  of  this  sort,  not  having  too  many  buildings  is  a  big  help.  And  this  is  another 
reason  we  want  to  make  sure,  in  as  much  as  the  energy  crisis  is  here  to  stay,  and  is  as  much  as  we  can't  count  on  the 
climate  improving,  we  want  to  make  sure  that  we  make  maximum  use  of  the  existing  buildings  because  otherwise  we 
get  stuck  with  having  to  heat  them. 

J:  What  sort  of  financial  plans  do  you  have  in  mind  as  far  as  keeping  us  in  the  black? 

M:  Well,  I  think  I  would  like  to  contribute  to  them.  I  mean  I  think  a  university  should  be  in  the  black.  I  think  that  the 
key  to  the  success  of  an  institution  like  this,  who  doesn't  have  a  very  large  endowment,  is  to  do  things  which  bring  in 
money.  The  students  often  think  that  there  is  a  conflict  between  research  and  teaching,  and  it's  very  much  the 
reverse.  If  we  have  more  research  going  on  we  have  more  money  and  more  overhead  to  bring  in  young  people  who 
admittedly  do  research  but  who  are  also  available  to  teach.  And  if  we  can  develop  strong  research  programs  of  the 
right  type  we  will  have  a  larger  and  better  faculty.  It's  not  either  or  at  all.  The  people  think  that  there  is  a  project  from 
which  the  money  comes  from  and  then  you  allot  it  to  various  uses  but  that's  not  the  way  money  is  at  all.  Money 
comes  for  certain  purposes,  money  from  tuition  is  something  you  can  allot  to  various  things.  For  instance,  there  is 
money  available  in  the  federal  budget  solely  for  regional  schools,  or  even  state  schools  which  operate  only  in  one 
state.  On  the  other  hand,  if  we  have  a  veterinary  school  it  will  mean  that  we  have  a  much  larger  biological  faculty 
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from  which  probably  everyone  would  benefit,  including  the  undergraduates.  So,  my  thought  is  that  we  all  should 
look  at  things  which  no  one  else  is  doing,  from  a  regional  point,  in  the  country.  Not  only  because  it's  important,  and 
it's  useful  and  its  nationally  significant,  but  also  because  it  can  be  done  in  such  a  way  that  it  increases  the  overall 
resources  and  taxability  of  the  university.  Let  me  add  something  else,  we  talked  about  the  things  we  have  and  what 
we  want.  We  have,  at  present,  the  best  estimate  we  have  is  that  at  present  there  are  one  hundred-fifteen  thousand 
young  people  a  year  who  can  afford  to  go  to  schools,  to  private  colleges  and  who  have  SAT  scores  that  will  be  at  least 
considered.  Actually  that  figure  means  SAT  scores  which  are  quite  a  bit  lower  will  be  considered.  Let's  say  there  are 
one  hundred-fifteen  thousand  people  now.  The  best  estimate  we  have  is  that  by  nineteen  eighty-five,  with  the  same 
criteria,  there  will  be  only  eighty-five  thousand  students  a  year  in  that  colleges  and  universities  will  not  be  there  next. 
And  the  fact  of  the  matter  is  we,  for  instance  our  occupations  are  holding  very  steady,  and  increasing,  while  most 
everybody's  occupations  are  beginning  to  be  way  down.  We  are  at  present,  as  compared  to  several  years  ago,  we  are 
now  competing  successfully  with  schools  which  we  were  not  competing  with  at  all.  So,  without  all  the  weaknesses 
and  deficiencies,  which  I'm  very  conscious  of,  we  are  actually  improving  our  competitive  position  in  terms  of  people 
choosing  to  come  here  instead  of  going  somewhere  else.  As  compared  to  what  it  was  a  few  years  ago,  for  instance,  we 
are  now  competing  very  successfully  with  Smith.  You  know,  we  didn't  use  to  compete  with  a  college  like  Smith. 
Many  more  people  are  accepted  here  than  at  University  of  Rochester  or  Johns  Hopkins.  We  are  getting  to  be  in  the  big 
league,  we  are  in  the  big  league  in  regard  to  universities,  so  we  must  be  doing  something  right,  especially  consider¬ 
ing  that  we  have  a  much  smaller  endowment  than  anyone  else.  So  I  am  quite  aware  of  the  fact  that  there  are  lost  of 
things  we  don't  have  and  I  want  to  remedy  this  but  there  are  obvious  things  we  have.  One  of  the  things  that  I  think 
people  see  is  a  very  good  faculty,  a  very  serious  student  body  who  are  by  and  large  very  nice  people.  Everyone  always 
tells  you  how  nice  people  are  at  Tufts  and  it's  true.  We  also  have  the  great  advantuge  of  a  campus  which  gives  an 
impression  of  repose.  Even  the  geography  is  conducive  to  this  feeling;  when  you  think  that  there  are  five  thousand 
students  on  this  campus  it  never  really  looks  crowded.  I  have  been  puzzled  over  that.  I  think  it  has  a  lot  to  do  with  the 
geography,  the  hill,  and  the  configuration  of  the  buildings  because  it  ought  to  look  much  more  crowded  especially 
considering  that  there's  a  large  part  of  the  campus,  we  have  one  hundred-thirty  acres  on  the  campus,  but  a  very  large 
part  is  an  area  where  few  people  go.  The  density  of  population  is  fairly  great  but  it  somehow  looks  nice  and  people 
have  the  feeling  that  they  sort  of  make  the  best  of  both  worlds.  They  are  in  an  urban  area.  They  have  the  facilities  of 
Boston  available  and  yet  it  doesn't  look  harassed  and  hectic.  And  I  think  that  must  be  something  we  want  to  preserve. 
However  we  do  our  expansion,  we  should  do  it  in  such  a  way  that  we  don't  become  cluttered  up. 

J:  It  would  seem  that  the  way  you're  talking  about  your  educational  policies  and  your  financial  policies  and  how  they 
basically  link  together,  and  the  new  trend  in  people  applying  to  Tufts,  it's  almost  as  if  Tufts  is  entering  a  new  era. 

M:  Let  me  put  it  this  way:  the  choice  is  very  clear,  either  we  are  going  to  be  absolutely  first-rate,  or  we're  not  going  to 
be  there.  I  think  everybody's  in  agreement  as  to  the  fact  that  we  want  to  be  there  and  we  want  to  be  first-rate.  I  think 
that  the  problem  is  then  finding  the  resources  und  the  wise  use  of  resources  we  have.  And  the  problem  with  certain 
buildings  is  that  money  is  easier  to  get  for  certain  buildings  than  others.  For  instance,  a  student  center  is  something 
which  really  has  to  come  from  parents  and  alumni.  We're  not  going  to  get  any  help  from  the  federal  government  or 
from  foundations  to  have  a  student  center.  We  need  it  but  that's  where  the  money  has  to  come  from.  By  contrast,  we 
could  get  federal  help  for  laboratories.  Even  the  faculty,  I  think,  has  trouble,  they  see  a  pocket  out  of  which  the  money 
goes  and  then  it  can  go  anywhere.  People  say  if  we  have  money  to  do  everything  in  our  school  then  why  can't  we 
increase  right  away,  the  biology  facilities  at  the  undergraduate  level.  The  answer  to  that  is  that  the  money  available 
for  the  veterinary  school  is  money  that  we  couldn't  begin  to  touch  for  any  other  purpose.  But  in  the  process  of  planning 
an  enlargement  of  our  biomedical  facilities,  if  we  do  it  right,  there  will  be  more  facilities  available  for  undergraduates. 
You  see,  that  s  the  way  to  do  it.  It's  sort  of  a  tricky  type  of  planning  but  that's  the  way  we  have  to  do  it,  and  it's  not 
necessarily  a  bad  way  to  do  it. 
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thinhc  it  has/  become/  afferent  that fyou  were  here/  durr/ry  the 
statics/  there/  was/  a/ yreat  c/eal  of  cuftatiow.  domo  of  it  wasrn’t  ahociys 
oery  fleasant.  (/tout  neoertheless/  admit  it  did  was/  to  initiate/  that  same 
searchnfon  consciousness/  .  .  .  dnd  id  thinhc  it’s/  nrade/for  a/  more yre- 
yarroas/  Aind  of  interests.  do-  tho  real  me/tiny  fat  from  oery  dioerso 
yroufs/  with/  a >  dioersity of  interest  into-  ono  Aind of  consciousness;  toward 
which/  toes  all  would  Acs  con/rihutinyyet  ///ado  ufofineredildo  dioersity. 

dlis/  is;  why  id Ahe/ ffuny  so  much/  —  Aecauso ffuny  to  mo  refresents/ 
as  axzys  of  tyinys  so-  many  asfects  of  thouyht  toyetAer  .  dlis/  Aind  of 
duality/  that  Aes  stresses/  is-  oery  imfortant.  did  wrote  am  essay/  “daw- 
dyfes '  of  dhinhiny  adore  ho  says/  that  there/  is/  tho  rationed  //near 
affroach/  w/icAc  is/  eoctremely  iafortant  and  sAoa/l  not  Ac  neylected  /at 
thorc/  is/  also  tho  more/  intuitioe/  inooloiny  the  eoferimental  as  wed.  dhis/ 
is/ ahsm  freseni?  im  drench/ fhilosofAmy  —  that  sense/  of  tasto  which/  is/ 
hiyhdy  intuitioo,  that  adwlistio  oiear  w/en you/  /ooA  at  a/  fictare/  and 
taho  it  all  im;  tho  intuitioe/  moment  in  art.  idleayou  can  /real  it  dowm 
and  study/  each/  statue/  and  /History  ofdrt  and  notice/  ad  the fartiadar 
detads/.  (Hut  AotA/  oiews/  cue/  eoctremely  imfortant. 

fdhat  anderlyiny  order  yfartf  is  the/  same/  land of ordeoyomfnd  im 
S/ach/  or  another ^ fieco of muisio.  dt  is/  am  order you/  can  identfy  —  tho 
theme/.  (9m  the/  other  hand  you/  always/  Aaoe/  tho  incredilde/  meAxAy  Ao- 
Aind  it.  deal  tho  totality/  of  tho  twee  is/  admit  really  mooes  you/,  dt  is/ 
that  interflcuy  —  the/  hiyhdy  structured  Aalanced flayed  intentionally 
with/  the/  unhelicoalde/  oariations/  emir  order  my  tho  a/elorly  lino,  d  re- 
memher  dead  llcdeoi,  tho yreat  drench/  d/oei,  sayiny  that  tho  mind 
was/  Aho  a/  oiolirn;  only  ademyou/  stretch/  tho  strinys/  ter  tho^ foint ofyreat 
tension/  coaAAyou/  reach/  tho  Aiyh/  notes/. 
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Oncegoar-  ges/  Aaoe  been/  opened  to-  Anoudee/ge  it  ie  oeig/  cAffccdb  txr 
c/ose  tAenv.  Ad  cxi/i/  see  tAab  as/  one  of  ng/Junctions/  —  bo-  s/coar,  as/  a/ 
Aamanisb,  cnAat  a/ gmAo/ is/ /iAe.  dC  sag?/  sage  rSiof  and  a/  sug?/  sags/ggr 
Aat  a/  sgmAo/  ie  a/axggs/  transforming/;  a/axggs/  in/  a >  state  of  Aecomisug.  Ad 
tAinA/  t/ab  is/  a/  oerg/  imfortaab  notion/  aAoab  education/  too-.  AdAab  tAere 
are  transformations/; gow  as/  a/ person/  are  transformed  ae  is/goan  coAcde 
oieco-  of  tAie  coodd.  A7b  is/  transformed  nob  oafg  /gg  coAab goer  /earn/  hub 
Anar goa/  /earn/;  Aoco- goer  ferceioe  tAings/.  do-  Adgaess/  id  coou/d  say/ 
ferceftion/  is/  incrediAAg  imfortanb. 

iff  in/  tAese^foar cgars/  goer  c/on/’b  /roaden/  ggncrse/f  c/on/’b  seeA/  bo- 
/ecome  a/  coAo/e  ferson  in/  tAe  sense  of  nob  eafwsimgggmrseff to-  near 
eaferiences '/,  near  tgfes/ offerees/,  near  coags/ of  /earning/,  maAtrug  (Afferent 
assrxxation/ fatterns/  —  adeem  cod/ggne/ do- it? 

AdAcere  is/  erf/oar  and  e/dr  oeig/  mad?/  /dee  tAe  sea/  .  .  . 

/A  tAinA/  a/ fartiadar groe/f  /iAe  tAe  senior-  c/ass/  —  id don/’b  Anoar 
udug  Aab  it  seems/  /iAe  a/  oereg  sfecia/groaf  of feofde  fmqgAe  ib  is/  Ae- 
cause  Ad Anoar  tAemf .  do-  me  ib  is/  tAgfcrsb  sfecial^ groaf  oft feofde  Ad 
Aaoe  Aad  in/  sieogears/.  dad  it  ie  as/ff  fid don/’b  coanb  to-  sound  terriAAg 
srntimentaA)  /ub  d ’oe  noticed ib  among/  tAem/  AacA/  eoem  in/  deftem/er  a/ 
Aginnirgr  sense  of  aAsence,  tAeat  tAeg/  coere  mooing/  aencagfrom/  ud?ab 
tAgg’oe  Anocom;  tAe  Ainc/s/  of  re/ationsAfs/  tAab  tAeg’oe  esta/disAed.  Ad 
a/coags/  tAinA/  of  a/  coAcoe/r  coitA/  a/  Aind of a/ fatterm of intercAangrs/  tAab 
Aaoe  Aeen/  esta/ZisAed  Aero  ooee  tAe  /asbfoanggars/  tAab  are going/  to-  Ae 
oAoioasA//  AroAern  of.  dad  so- goer  migAt  meeb  a/  fersom  indioidaa/A / 
odor  comes/  AacA/  .  .  .  Aab  ib’s/  nob  tAe  same,  dob  tAe  same  setting/,  nob 
tAce  same  associations/  coitA/  tAe  same  feofde.  dad tAcat’s/  tAe  cocgg  ib  Aas/ 
to-  Ae. 

ffocr  are  in/  a/  constant  state  gff/aro. 
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Joe  Paradiso 
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Doug  Barton 


Linda  Carleu 


Manuel  Rodriguez 


Andrew  Ogden  Hummel 
Henry  Akina 


Wendy  Bell,  Karen  Dennison 
Lynn  Salinger,  Donna  Hansen 
Patricia  Egan 
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Robin  Allinson 


Perhaps 

Perhaps  it's  as  you  say 
that  nothing  stays  lost  forever. 

I  had  a  heart-shaped  locket  I  lost 
at  the  shore  in  Maryland. 

I  shouldna  worn  it  swimming.  Maybe 

someone  has  it  now 

and  wonders  who  C.M.  was. 

"Wuz"  as  in  "wuzzat  noise" 
or  "waz," 

depending  on  where  you're  from. 

I'm  from  Maryland. 

Lostlocket,  Maryland. 

Where  the  air  riffles  over  sunset-pink  fields 
and  the  marsh  breathes  purple, 
where  ya  don't  slam  the 
screen  door 

and  ya  don't  provoke  your  brother 
and  ya  don't  talk  to  your  mother  like  that. 

The  beaches  stink  of  crab  and  sun-tan  lotion 
and  the  yellow- jackets  don't  fool  around, 
and  jellyfish'll 
sting  ya  if  ya  go  too  deep. 

Ya  don't  notice,  but  the  current  pulls  ya 
way  down  the  beach. 

—  Constance  Mattingly 
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Steven  Eisenberg 


Michelle  Stent 


Jack  Oram 


Lee  Fesman  and  George 
McGovern 
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Linda  Kames 


Barry  Hanover 


Carl  R.  Johnson 
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Gary  Bailey 


Nina  Vitale 


Amy  Nabseth 


Leslie  Plesent 


Phillippa  Von  Gelder 


Suzanne  Quigley 
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Beth  Tanner 
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Ramon  Isales 


Margie  Kimball 
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Jill  Leigh 
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58  Ruth  Zikaras  Andy  Krinsky 


Carolyn  Kelly 


Sarah  Rabinowitz 


Thomas  Russo 


David  Hallen 
Steven  Crordon 
Daniel  Packard 
Kent  Lamere 
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Karen  Mooradian 


Andrew  Toga 
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Susan  Shen 
Joey  Feliciano 
Cebello  Morales 
Janet  Foster 


Sally  M.  Shubert 
Debra  J.  Trantolo 
Alice  Ann  Bruno 
June  Kaiser 
Elaine  Klein 
Diane  Rubin 


Harold  L.  Rappaport 
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Ken  Raphael 


John  Hoffner 


Dave  Shimbo 


Diane  Oshin 


65 


Dave  Potter 


Barbi  Lee 
Betsy  Glaser 
Joan  Hessing 
Ann  Cony 


Judith  Kartin 
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Marolin  deVelagin 


Sara  Wachspress 


Carrollyn  S.  Kelly 
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Beth  Slotnick 


Jean  Cameron  Blodgett 


69 


Nancy  R.  Dreyer 


Julie  Hunt 
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Pamela  Lainez 


Anna  Koules 


Robert  Stemin 
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Sarah  Hartman 


Flo  Tawb 


Jonathan  M.  Samel 
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Joan  Gilman 


Peter  Alan  Small 


Jackie  Coyle 
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Sandy  Kirsh 
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Janice  Meilei  Wang 


Shep  Davis 


Karen  Snow 


Frank  Jones 


Ami  Newmark 


77 


LIFE  SONG 


I'll  cry  you  a  song  of  the  night 

With  bells  that  glitter 

And  all  that's  fine  of  gold 

I'll  build  you  a  ship  full  of  light 

To  travel  from  the  heartland  to  the  heights 

To  dance  upon  a  rainbow.  And  fly  from  the  sun 

Dream  on  the  mountains'  silver  moonlight 

Bring  a  cup  of  dew  from  the  ocean  to  you. 

The  wind  has  filled  all  the  sails 

They  bend  to  the  breeze  as  the  new  day  unveils 

The  captain  is  security 

He  has  the  strength  to  wait 

The  first  mate  is  consequence 

The  cook  she  is  fate. 

How  shall  they  band  together 

To  sail  such  a  ship  on  such  a  fateful  trip 

Wandering  in  the  half-light  of  dawn 

The  old  forms  fall  fast  behind  and  are  gone 

Waiting  for  the  future  to  come 

Waving  good  bye  to  the  past 

Each  memory  comes  again 

In  memories  of  good  times  and  faces  of  friends 

Platt  &  Platt 
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(Jitoitern  $&blz 


by  ®ony  Jiofre 

(©nee  upon  a  time  there  were  two  urban  kingdoms,  Medford  and  Somerville,  and  a  woody  isolated  spot 
inbetween,  a  hill  that  rose  sharply  like  a  pimple  against  the  blushing  horizon,  a  hill  with  a  light  at  the  top  that 
beckons  to  you  and  grows  more  distant  as  you  tread  silently  up  the  exhausting  slope. 

The  people  who  live  here  say  knowledge  is  like  the  pyramid,  and  you  can  start  anywhere  to  reach  the  same 
point  of  truth.  Tufts  University  is  such  a  place.  Only  from  afar,  on  the  outer  limits,  "off  campus"  as  they  say,  can 
one  truly  see  how  the  Tufts  Community  and  the  knowledge  it  bestows  is  shaped  like  a  giant  pyramid.  It  reflects 
the  social  structure  of  the  people  of  these  lands,  where  there  are  many  lower-income  workers  performing  services 
and  acting  as  a  foundation  for  higher-level  managers,  who  in  turn  support  the  wealthy  ruling  class  at  the  top. 
This  land  is  called  America,  a  mythical  land  where  a  peanut  farmer  is  King,  the  most  profitable  enterprise  is 
journalism,  and  the  universities  are  factories  for  the  giant  computer  industry.  This  fable  is  about  Tufts  University, 
how  it  tried  to  be  different,  how  it  lost  control  and  died  in  the  light  of  reason,  and  how  it  was  reborn. 

And  now,  a  message  from  your  author  .  .  . 

Hi!  Whenever  you  see  this  symbol: 
you're  with  us! 


"The  price  of  freedom,"  wrote  deTocqueville,  "is  constant  vigilance."  The  fable  you  are  about  to  read  has  its 
awkward  moments,  so  please  be  patient.  I  am  trying  to  fictionalize  something  that  is  real,  and  sometimes  I  use 
real  names  of  things  (but  I  don't  want  any  trouble)  so  remember  that  you  have  opened  a  yearbook  that  is  pure 
fantasy.  If  any  of  these  ideas  expressed  here  were  completely  true,  they  would  be  devastating,  and  everyone 
would  feel  guilty. 

Maybe  you  think  we're  being  a  bit  too  trite,  but  it  doesn't  matter,  a  yearbook  by  its  very  nature  is  trite.  You 
seniors  already  know  what  you  look  like,  and  yearbooks  usually  remind  you  of  your  wonderful  past  through  its 
pictures,  not  its  words.  And  any  younger  students  who  want  to  learn  how  to  put  together  a  yearbook,  can  you 
really  learn  by  reading  it?  Come  up  and  watch  them  sometimes,  typing  and  smoking  and  sipping  Coke  till  four 
a.m.  .  .  . 

But  I  don't  mean  to  intimidate  you.  I  am  not  one  of  them.  I'm  not  one  of  you  either.  I'm  from  someplace  else. 

Read  this  story.  Why  not?  It  begins  with  a  scene  from  the  real  world,  where  the  writer,  Tim  Bogest,  and  the 
editor  of  The  Glimpse,  Randy  Crowe,  are  waking  to  their  responsibilities.  The  Glimpse  is  an  art  form  struggling 
for  self-preservation  amidst  the  technological  advancement  of  science  and  engineering.  They  eventually  come 
upon  a  solution  to  their  problem,  and  their  plight  manifests  itself  in  the  form  of  a  modem  fable:  The  Legend  of 
Nostroleum. 
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A  rocking  chair  rocked  steadily  from  the  Mystic  River  winds  blowing  down  College  Ave.  On  the  porch  a 
sandy-haired  semi-comatose  freak  lay  sprawled  across  the  floorboards,  his  hands  locked  securely  around  a 
goldplated  hookah.  The  front  door  swayed  back  and  forth,  with  the  giant  eye  pasted  on  it  focusing  every  once 
in  a  while  on  you.  This  was  the  front  porch  to  the  office  of  The  Glimpse,  housed  in  a  creaking  wooden 
structure  made  antique  in  less  than  six  years  as  the  result  of  a  firebombing.  It  stood  impressively  next  to  a 
complete  den  of  iniquity,  a  veritable  haven  for  drop-outs,  drunkards  and  lunatics,  and  both  Randy's  and 
Tim's  favorite  hangout,  the  College  Without. 

“Wake  up!"  Randy  kicked  Tim  and  threw  at  him  a  copy  of  this  week's  Tufts  Sightseer.  ''They've  done  a 
feature  article  on  the  new  President.  They've  reported  the  whole  vote  count,  they've  interviewed  the  board 
members,  they've  written  analyses.  And  we're  standing  here  holding  our  (expletive  deleted)  in  our  hands, 
wondering  what  to  do  next." 

"Well,  what  do  we  do  next?"  Tim  rubbed  his  eyes. 

"For  starters,  we  could  write  our  own  article  on  the  next  President.  You  could  also  get  off  your  ass.  What  are 
we  doing  this  month  for  an  issue,  anyway?" 

"Exposing  the  unsanitorial  facilities  of  the  cafeteria.  Exploring  the  inner  world  of  Cybernetics.  Discussing 
the  three  rapes  in  the  last  two  years.  Making  a  plea  for  a  new  Drama  Center  and  a  Student  Union.  Announc¬ 
ing  a  Short-Story  Contest  — " 

"Enough!  We  need  something  scandalous,  astonishing,  outrageous.  We  have  to  either  create  something  out 
of  the  blue,  or  try  to  out-scoop  the  Sightseer." 

"Create  something?  Out  of  what?  There's  nothing  here!" 

"Precisely.  We  must  create  something  out  of  nothing,  or  what  appears  to  be  nothing." 
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"Shall  I  write  about  the  President?  Shall  I  fill  a  column  or  two  with 
z's?  Zzzzzzzzzz!" 

"No."  Randy  put  his  hand  on  his  hip  and  squinted  as  if  he  were 
holding  a  monocle.  "We  need  something  out  of  the  ordinary.  We  need 
a  fantasy  that  can  touch  reality.  You  can  write  it,  focusing  on  the  Tufts 
Community.  We  need  an  introduction,  a  'state  of  the  art'  of  the  cam¬ 
pus  experience.  A  tour  de  force  exposing  the  social  ethics  of  this  com¬ 
munity  as  exemplified  by  the  passionate  displays  of  raw  human  emo¬ 
tion  in  the  streets  and  at  university  functions  — " 

"Whoa!  Let  me  get  this  down  — " 

"Never  mind.  I  want  a  kind  of  fairy  tale,  or  fable.  I  have  an  idea  in 
mind,  let  me  sketch  it  out  for  you."  Randy  hunched  over  a  table  with 
his  pencil.  When  he  was  finished  he  was  smiling  over  a  job  well  done. 
"We're  going  to  invent  our  own  president.  We'll  invent  our  characters. 
Here's  what  I  want  it  to  look  like:" 

Tim  yawned  and  looked  with  dismay.  What  the  hell  is  he  talking 
about?  Here  is  what  he  saw: 
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“We  can  have  a  famous  President"  said  Randy  Crowe. 

"We  can  have  a  famous  student!"  quipped  Tim.  "A  student 
who  will  one  day  become  President  of  the  United  States!  But 
before  that,  he  was  the  owner  of  a  giant  corporation,  a  pickle 
industry,  a  briny  wart-covered  King  Pickle  thrusting  into  the 
Oval  Office,  a  dill  one  at  that!  And  his  name  will  be  .  . 

Ahh,  the  story  begins,  as  all  fables  should,  on  a  promising 
note  of  encouragement.  Soon  you  will  become  aware  of  the 
powerful  enigma  known  only  as  "Nostroleum",  and  you  will 
have  an  insatiable  desire  for  relish  on  your  cafeteria  hot  dogs. 
When  will  the  university  find  itself  caving  inward  from  the 
quaking  powers  of  Nostroleonic  influence? 

Not  in  the  next  half-hour.  I'm  heading  over  to  the  College 
Without.  The  sun  is  setting,  the  beer  is  running  out,  and 
there's  a  party  happening  Off  Campus.  Care  to  join  me? 
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THE  PARTY 


"I'll  play  it  first  and  tell  you  what  it  is  later." 

—  Miles  Davis 

Sorry,  this  is  only  an  approximation,  not  the  real  thing.  Limping  Crowe,  my  dear  editor,  if  you  are  reading  this 
(you  should  be),  remember  that  I  tried  to  keep  it  short  and  sweet,  but  I've  grown  fond  of  your  typewriter,  your 
wobbly  desk,  your  hemorrhoid-healing  straight-back  chair.  I  tried  to  make  my  characters  dynamic,  but  face  it:  real 
people  are  not  that  way.  Darwin's  theory  of  evolution  leads  me  to  conclude  that  characters  are  neither  absolutely  good 
or  evil,  and  therefore  characters  in  a  novel  should  not  reach  "enlightment,"  nor  should  there  be  any  resolutions,  if  the 
story  is  going  to  be  at  all  realistic.  How  can  anything  that  moves  and  changes  be  made  to  stand  still  long  enough  for 
me  to  bang  it  out  on  this  typewriter? 

If  everything  would  just  fall  into  place  and  stay  that  way!  The  Freshman  lay  back  on  his  dormitory  mattress, 
exhausted,  perplexed,  eyes  roving  about  searching  for  a  pattern  that  would  lock  the  open  closet,  uneven  drawers, 
dirty  mirror  reflecting  harsh  phlorescent  light,  desk  cluttered  with  pamphlets  and  bursting  suitcases  into  something 
he  could  understand.  He  got  up  and  walked  over  to  his  desk,  sat  down,  began  to  organize  things:  stapled  instructions 
left  by  the  Head  Resident,  more  instructions  from  the  Dean  of  Housing,  a  letter  from  the  Dean  of  Students,  another 
letter  from  the  President  of  the  university,  a  course  plan  book,  "Welcome  to  Tufts!"  from  the  Freshman  Orientation 
Department,  a  daily  schedule  of  events  for  the  next  two  weeks,  a  meal  ticket  and  student  I.D.,  a  notebook  left  by  his 
mother,  a  trash  can  left  by  his  father,  a  special  brochure  of  Computer  Science  courses,  an  invitation  to  a  Party  at  the 
President's  house  for  all  new-coming  students,  and  two  things  he'd  brought  with  him  from  his  past  in  Passaic,  New 
Jersey:  a  novel  by  Vonnegut.  Player  Piano,  and  a  record  by  Frank  Zappa,  We're  Only  In  It  For  the  Money. 
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The  book  he  had  owned  for  years.  His  older  brother  had  given  it  to  him,  had  cried  on  his  shoulder,  and  had  then 
gone  off  to  die  in  Vietnam.  (A  clue!)  The  record  by  Frank  Zappa  he  had  never  heard.  A  "Freshman'a  Big  Brother"  had 
mailed  it  to  him  in  Passaic  a  month  earlier.  He  didn't  have  a  record  player,  so  he  could  only  grimace  at  the  cover,  a 
parody  of  the  Beatles'  Sargeant  Pepper  cover  except  the  members  of  the  band  are  wearing  women's  clothes,  and  the 
word  "MOTHERS"  is  spelled  out  with  vegetables.  (Another  clue!) 

There  are  two  mysteries  propelling  this  perplexed  Freshman  like  a  whirling  dervish  into  the  arena  of  Tufts  Univer¬ 
sity.  The  first  is  the  Mystery  of  Life,  and  the  second  is  the  mystery  of  who  sent  him  that  outrageous  record. 

The  Freshman  jumped  off  the  mattress  suddenly,  hearing  a  laugh  down  the  hall.  Through  his  mind  raced  two 
ideas,  running  neck  and  neck  to  the  finish  line  of  his  consciousness,  a  lightning  photo-finish.  One  was  something  his 
high-school  sweetheart  once  said  to  him,  the  other  a  song  title  from  the  Zappa  album.  The  first  was  "Why  don't  you 
get  your  mind  out  from  behind  that  cloud  and  grow  up!"  The  other  was  The  Chrome-Plated  Megaphone  of  Destiny. 

This  kind  of  absurd  juxtaposition  of  ideas  usually  occurs  in  the  minds  of  those  who  get  stoned  alone,  as  the 
Freshman  was  in  the  habit  of  doing.  For  three  months  he'd  ridiculed  his  social  life  through  the  mystic  haze  of  a 
lonesome  smoke.  A  computer  wizard  with  a  gleam  in  his  eye  has  a  tendency  to  look  like  a  genius,  and  if  you  add  a 
touch  of  personal  aloofness,  it  borders  on  the  mystic. 

The  Freshman  signed  the  sigh  of  Sisyphus  leaning  on  his  Rock.  A  new  face,  a  new  haircut,  a  new  scene,  but  the 
same  old  schtick.  Intense  boredom  infiltrated  his  set-up  like  the  CIA  planting  double-agents.  He  studied  the  calendar 
of  events,  and  seeing  an  open  space  for  tonight,  he  filled  it  with  the  President's  invitation. 
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Meanwhile,  (there's  gonna  be  a  lot  of  "meanwhiles,"  I  got  to  cover  a  lot  of  ground  in  this  story)  another  newcomer 
to  the  Student  Body  waxed  his  black  wingtips  and  placed  them  neatly  underneath  his  hangered  tuxedo,  then  stood 
back  as  if  he  were  studying  a  sculptered  still  life,  an  odd  one  at  that,  in  a  room  filled  with  Indian  blankets,  afghani 
rugs,  dirty  laundry,  overturned  bhangs,  kitty  litter  and  a  parachute  on  the  ceiling,  and  posters  covering  every  inch  of 
the  dorm's  decorative  cinder-block. 

This  newcomer  was  not  like  other  students:  his  door  was  not  locked,  his  windows  weren't  closed,  and  he  would 
not  ignore  the  knock  on  the  door,  even  if  the  door  knockers  were  refugees  from  the  world's  largest  single  gathering  of 
reporters,  newspeople,  journalists,  camera  crews,  producers,  directors,  talent  scouts,  fashionable  gossip  hounds, 
pimply-faced  photographers  from  Hustler,  Medford  and  Somerville  vigilante  groups,  Police  Chiefs  (or  is  it  Chieves?), 
pickpockets,  winos  and  a  rabid  dog.  Yet  if  all  these  creatures  appeared  at  the  doorstep  of  this  newcomer's  room,  it 
would  hardly  be  surprising.  All  these  creatures  were  appearing  on  campus.  Tufts  University  has  a  new  president:  the 
world  renowned  Foreign  Policy  Advisor,  Secretary  of  State  and  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Royal  Burgers,  Corp.,  the 
one  and  only  Fester  P.  Gazotsky;  and  Tufts  University  was  the  media  Mecca  of  the  year. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  He  opened  it  to  a  man  with  Dick  Tracy  features  in  a  gabardine  suit  with  a  pencil 
behind  his  ear,  smiling,  always  smiling. 

"Hello  there!  I'm  from  the  New  Republic.  Say,  you're  a  new  student,  right?  Are  you  a  Freshman  —  ah,  I  mean, 
Freshperson?" 

"Ha,  I'm  little  older  and  wiser  than  that,  to  be  sure.  Five  years  ago  I  was  fresh  here,  then  I  got  more  stale,  breathing 
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smoke  and  eating  fungus,  I  had  to  get  on  the  move." 

"On  the  move,  heh?  And  did  you  get  your  head  together,  as  they  say?"  The  reporter's  eyes  flicked  like  flashbulbs. 

"Well,  I  penetrated  every  continent,  got  as  far  as  I  could.  I  was  looking  for  a  real  education,  y'know,  the  kind  you 
learn  from  living  in  flophouses,  eating  raw  meat,  sleeping  on  trains  and  climbing  mountains  to  find  holy  men.  I 
found  a  lesson  to  learn  in  the  damndest  of  places!"  The  world  traveler's  face  showed  a  movie-actor's  animation,  Paul 
Newman's  baby-blue  eyes,  Neal  Cassady's  tight-muscled  mouth,  Henry  Fonda's  faked  southern  accent. 

The  reporter's  mouth  started  up  almost  immediately,  like  a  teletype  responding  to  an  unheard  command.  "Well, 
now,  you  should  be  a  junior  then,  right?  Right!  Tell  me,  if  you're  so  dedicated  to  'movin  on',  why  did  you  decide  to 
return  to  the  drudgery  of  an  ordinary  college  education?" 

"Just  like  I  said,"  he  answered  with  a  Peter  Fonda  smile.  "I  find  a  lesson  to  learn  in  the  damndest  of  places!"  Then 
he  slammed  the  door. 

"Thank  you  very  much  for  the  interview!"  the  reporter  dutifully  announced  to  the  closed  door. 

(Two  days  later,  an  article  would  appear  in  the  New  Republic  about  the  flock  of  new  transfers  who  were  veterans  of 
the  Early  Hip  era  of  Tufts  University.  The  Junior  would  be  quoted  as  saying  "I  came  here  for  an  education.  I  don't 
give  a  flying  (expletive  deleted)  about  this  place."  A  conclusion  would  be  reached  that  the  veterans  want  to  return  to 
the  traditional  beliefs  and  values  of  their  forebearers,  and  that  they  have  faith  in  the  capitalist  system.  The  Junior's 
name  would  also  be  mentioned.  How  did  the  reporter  get  the  Junior's  name?  He  asked  me.  I'm  the  Writer.) 
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Patrice  Fitzgerald 


Mary  Ellen  Foti 


Wendy  Olum 
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Lee  Fumiss 
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Joan  Test 
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Anthony  George 
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Alberta  Owens 


96 


m.'!  i  1 

Peter  D.  Bolton 


Beth  McMahon 


perhaps,  it's  as  you  say 
that  nothing  stays  lost  forever, 
berries  gathered  for  the  eyes  of  snowbirds, 

snow  priest's  jewels, 

then  cast  into  drifts, 
red  crystals, 
held  loosely  in  shadow. 

the  earth  takes  them  in 

kindles  and  scatters, 
sometimes  they  are  flares 
on  the  horizon. 

sometimes  they  are  drawn  in 
so  deeply  — 

they  become  stars  falling  through  inward  nights. 
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Elizabeth  Bond 


Elaine  S.  doth 


Tom  Connolly 


Nancy  Toby  Baker 
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Peter  Grannis 


Class  of  1977,  Latin  Society 
Alberto  Dorfzaun 
Pedro  Pico 
Sonia  Brailovsky 
Raymond  Morales 
Carlos  Lopez 
Jack  Btesh 


Gail  Ross 
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Elliott  Brooks 


Shelley  Miller 


Amy  Rosen 
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Karl  Meek 
John  Valvanis 
Spiro  Mitrokostas 
Mike  Bykowsky 
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Ira  S.  Flam 


Candy  Hajko 


Nancy  Heckman 
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Bemie  Young 


Pam  Frawley 


Hsueh-Tse  Lee 


Soma  Brailovscky 
Mary  Basset 
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Alberto  Dorfzaun 


Commune  Communication 


Richard  Shipley 

Residing  in  my  stucco  Frane,  with  yours  truly  stuccoed  with  a  three  year  lease,  are  three  cats,  a  mynah  bird 
with  a  pronounced  inclination  towards  using  one  syllable  four  letter  words,  a  great  dane  with  a  tapeworm,  as  well 
as  my  four  housemates.  The  pets  rarely  get  phone  calls.  The  great  dane  occasionally  gets  a  call  from  a  poodle 
down  the  block,  but  he  invariably  answers  himself.  My  four  housemates  are  either  at  school  or  at  work  during  the 
day  and,  owing  to  my  unemployed  status,  I  have  become  an  answering  service  of  sorts.  Not  one  to  shirk  a 
responsibility,  I  appropriated  sixty-eight  cents  from  last  month's  food  money  and  purchased  a  spiral  notebook  in 
which  to  record  the  phone  messages.  Previously,  I  would  scrawl  phone  messages  on  the  refrigerator  door  in  felt 
tip  pen,  but  several  of  my  housemates  complained  of  loss  of  appetite  and  attributed  this  to  the  contents  of  their 
phone  messages.  Being  a  light  eater  myself,  I  hadn't  noticed. 

Judge  for  yourself. 

June  1 

Peggy  —  Ross  called  and  wants  to  know  if  you'd  like  to  play  strip  backgammon  Saturday  night  at  his  place.  I 
explained  that  you  didn't  know  how  to  play  and  he  said  to  tell  you  he  would  spot  you  an  overcoat. 

Rick 
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Glenn  Dubler 


Grace  —  Steve  called  to  say  he'd  meet  you  at 
Roger's  place  before  you  went  to  Stacey's  and  that 
you  shouldn't  count  on  Martha  and  Bill  coming,  as 
they  both  had  Legionnaire's  Disease.  I  asked  if  that 
was  Martha  and  Bill  Vogelhut  and  he  said  "no." 
Then  he  asked  if  we  were  talking  about  the  same 
Grace.  He  said  he  wanted  Grace  Turner  and  I  told 
him  you  were  Grace  Brennan.  He  said  he  must  have 
the  wrong  number,  but  that  he'd  get  back  to  you  if 
he  couldn't  find  Grace  Turner's  number. 


Rick 


Paul  —  Buddy  called  about  the  game. 

Rick 

Arnold  —  Your  mother  wants  to  know 
if  you're  still  among  the  living.  What 
should  I  tell  her? 

Rick 

Rick  —  No  calls  today. 

Rick  Rick 

Valerie  Hobbs 
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Rod  Osborne  &  Peter  Nelson 


Peggy  —  Dr.  Hart  from  the  Free  Clinic  called 
today.  He  said  to  tell  you  the  rabbits  are  in. 


Rick 


June  3 


Rick  —  Did  Buddy  call  back?  He  said  he  did,  but 
there  wasn't  any  message  for  me.  X 

* 


Paul 


Paul  —  He's  right.  He  did  call. 


Rick 


Steve  Pomerantz  &  Lud  Kimbrough 


June  2 

Rick  —  What  game? 
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Rick  —  DM  Stev*e*call  Back?  . 
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Kj  'V.'  Grace 

Arnold1^—;  Ybmr*mSther  called*  She  is 

h-  .  s  .  . 
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she  had  wffe^^qoVfeip^^Iv^ytarS  old. 


She  says  you 
were  twelve. 
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Rick 


Jy 


Everyone  —  Rent  is  now  ffifiee  d$^ 
overdue.  Everyone  has  p^fi.bu 
someone  lend  him  $81.25 


June  4 

Rick  —  I  left  the  noteb 
dining  room  table.  The 


.^jrV^onica  on  the 
^  0s  Guttenburg 
Frost.  You've  met  Monica  before.  She  is  that 
nice  girl  I  set  you  up  on  a  blind  date  with 
last  February. 


•  •/ 

.AS 


124 


Cohen 


VoiJ  remember,  that  w 
JU^den  attack  of  Parkii 
take  the  bus  to  St.  Jud( 
fifeatment.  P.S.  Can't  si 


f  mgtw  you  fl^EFtne 
s  disuse  and  had  to 
r  imm^J^je  medical 
^£J5&h  Sorry. 

Grace 


Rick  —  I  haven't  been  home  yet 
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Rich  Elliot,  Scott  Fraser,  Charlie  Johnson,  &  Edward  Merker 


Daniel  P.  Wiener 


Rick  —  What  was  Buddy's  message?  What  is 
his  phone  number?  What  game  is  he  talking 
about? 

Paul 

Paul  —  How  should  I  know? 

Rick 

Arnold  —  Thanks.  By  the  way,  your  mom 
wants  to  know  if  Saskatoon  is  in  the  north¬ 
ern  or  southern  hemisphere. 

Rick 

Peggy  —  Dr.  Hart  called.  The  services  are 
today. 

Rick 

Grace  —  Your  boss  called.  He  was  wonder¬ 
ing  how  you  were.  He  got  the  idea  some¬ 
where  that  you  had  the  flu. 

Rick 


Rick  —  Still  no  calls. 

Rick 
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Donna  Marron 


Terri  Silverberg 


June  6 

No  calls  today. 

Grace  —  Your  dog  is  hungry.  You  might  be 
wondering  how  I  guessed.  I  deduced  the  fact 
from  the  way  he  ate  the  telephone  cord  like  a 
piece  of  licorice  spaghetti. 

Rick 
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David  Seifer 


P.S.  The  repairman  from  MaBell  would  like  to 
talk  with  you  at  your  convenience  about  a  coil  of 
wire  missing  from  his  tool  box.  He  seems  to  think 
Lancelot's  eating  habits  are  somewhat  indiscri¬ 
minant.  By  the  way,  you  got  a  telegram  from  your 
boss.  It's  on  your  bureau. 

Rick  Rick 

June  7 

Arnold  —  Your  mom  has  got  a  quite  a  sens'e  of 
humor.  She  called  today  and  told  me  that  the 
newspaper  refuses  to  run  your  obituary  until  she 
produces  a  corpus  dementus.  She  said  she  put  a 
contract  out  on  you. 

Rick 


Cindy  Palladino 


Barney  Schlinger 
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Arnold  —  Your  mother  called  again.  She  wants 
really  a  nice  lady  Arnold.  We  struck  up  quit^an  ^cquaintai 
to  think  she  could  spare -the  $81.25  I  need 
She  said  she'd  spend  that  much  for  flowers 
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Rick  —  What  was  Buddy's  message?  What  is  his 
phone  number?  What  game  is  he  talking  about. 

Paul 

Paul  —  How  should  I  know? 

Rick 


Arnold  —  Thanks.  By  the  way,  your  mom  wants  to 
know  if  Saskatoon  is  in  the  northern  or  southern 
hemisphere. 

Rick 


David  Mount 


Peggy  —  Dr.  Hart  called.  He  said  that  he  is  sure  you  and  he  could  work  out  something  mutually  advantageous  and  he 
urges  you  to  stop  by  the  clinic  at  about  ten  tonight. 

Rick 

Grace  —  Steve  called  again.  He  found  Grace  Turner's  phone  number,  but  his  friend,  Roger,  needs  a  date  and  he 
wonders  if  you  might  be  interested. 

Rick 

P.S.  I  remember  Monica.  By  the  way.  I've  been  meaning  to  ask  you,  why  do  women  continually  use  “nice"  as  a 
euphamism  for  “ugly"  when  describing  blind  dates? 

Rick 

Paul  —  Buddy  called.  They  won.  You  are  off  the  team.  Please  return  your  uniform  to  Room  16  at  the  gymnasium. 

Rick 

Arnold  —  Your  mom  called  again.  She  has  offered  to  adopt  me.  I've  accepted.  I  hope  you  all  find  a  new  roommate.  If 
not,  I  suggest  you  consult  the  Yellow  Pages  for  a  reputable  answering  service.  By  the  way,  Arnold,  do  you  mind  if  I 
repaint  your  own  room?  I  stopped  over  to  look  at  it  today. 

Love,  Rick 


132 


133 


Lauren  Yaffee 
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Scott  Goodby 


Steve  Feldberg,  Jim  Furlong,  & 
Gary  Flomenhoft 


...  i  i 
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David  M.  Richardson 
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Robert  Meyers 
Joe  Gubbay 


John  Carter 


Robert  E.  Gibbs 
John  G.  Davidow 
Brian  G.  Hannessian 
David  J.  Hickey 
Edward  Shea 
Craig  I.  Rich 
Mark  Petty 
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Michael  Vogel 


Ian  G.  Killips 
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“They  spoke  with  tongues  floating  in  river.  They  slept 
near  campfires  wrapped  in  blankets  of  confusion.  Steep 
and  windy  is  the  trail  they  must  follow,  and  always  to  the 
North  there  are  mountains  to  climb." 


F.P.G. 
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Jeffery  Kindler 


Lucy  Rollaman 
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Twelve  police  cars  converged  on  the  scene  of  Tufts  Universi¬ 
ty's  worst  traffic  jam.  Six  were  stationed  on  the  quad,  their 
cold  blue  lights  flashing  over  a  thousand  heads,  a  hundred 
cars,  twenty-two  camera  vans  from  local  television  stations, 
and  a  giant  reconverted  tree  surgery  truck  with  Telecam  7  on  a 
periscoping  platform  blocking  Packard  Ave.  in  front  of  the 
President's  house.  The  Party  was  about  to  begin. 

The  inside  of  the  President's  mansion  had  been  refurnished 
to  the  style  of  Gazotsky's  home  in  Calais,  Maine.  Knotty  pine 
doors,  oak  paneling,  old  straight-backed  Salem  chairs, 
mahoghany  gun  racks,  a  mounted  moose,  a  roaring  fire,  pic¬ 
tures  of  him  canoeing  down  the  rapids  of  the  St.  John  River. 
And  there  was  the  old  pot-bellied  bald-headed  whitebearded 
polar  bear  himself,  filling  antler-cups  with  grog  and  handing 
them  to  pretty  young  co-eds,  while  the  newspeople  outside 
hungered  for  an  exquisite  view  and  were  served  door  scenes 
with  the  butler  instead. 

A  group  of  professors  huddled  in  one  corridor  were  study¬ 
ing  an  old  photograph  of  Gazotsky  and  his  first  wife  standing 
before  a  gazebo.  “She  was  a  Maggiola  from  Mineola,  a  reputed 
Mafia  family.  They  dominated  the  cheese  industry,''  said  the 
Professor  of  Religious  Economy. 

“Cheese  for  Whoopers  and  Royal  Burgers,"  intoned  the  Pro¬ 
fessor  of  Sexual  Agriculture. 

“There  is  some  question  as  to  her  cause  of  death.  Suicide  is 
possible,  but  — " 

“Nonsense.  Fester  was  in  Czechoslovakia  then,  visiting  his 
relatives." 

“Was  that  picture  taken  in  Calais?" 

“Rumor  has  it  that  he  sneaked  into  the  country  with  his 
family  when  he  was  twelve.  Seeking  political  asylum  from  god 
knows  where.  They  settled  in  Calais,  the  first  town  they  came 
to  when  they  crossed  the  Canadian  Border." 

And  on  they  talked.  Meanwhile,  Dick  Tracy  from  the  New 
Republic  was  back  on  the  job,  chewing  gum  to  work  out  his 
muscles,  bobbing  his  head  up  and  down  and  smiling  smiling 
smiling  and  taking  notes. 
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his  muscles,  bobbing  his  head  up  and  down  and  smiling  smiling  smiling  and  taking  notes. 

Bow  tied,  blazered,  skirt  and  bloused,  suited  and  perfumed  students  mingled  with  blue-jeaned  work-shirted  pro¬ 
fessors,  long-haired  and  bearded  administrators. 

“Something's  wrong  here/'  said  the  freshman  to  himself,  but  a  woman  heard  him. 

"It's  not  so  strange,"  she  said.  She  had  a  warm  way  of  approaching  a  person,  her  soft  face,  fuzzy  hair,  tongue-in- 
cheek  smile  made  her  look  shy,  unobtrusive,  and  her  feathery  fingers  rested  on  his  arm  in  an  earnest  attempt  at 
friendship  with  a  hint  of  lust.  "You'll  get  used  to  it,"  she  reassured  him  and  led  him  over  to  the  punch  bowl. 

As  he  poured  her  a  cup  of  punch,  he  asked  her:  "Why  are  the  administration  and  faculty  trying  to  look  like 
students,  and  the  students  are  trying  to  look  like  the  administration  and  faculty?" 

"It's  an  identity  thing,  y'know.  They  want  to  relate  to  each  other.  I  guess  they  just  had  poor  timing."  She  smiled 
sweetly,  dropping  her  hand  into  his. 

"Do  they  agree  on  everything?"  he  asked,  pointing  around  the  room. 

"They  don't  agree  on  anything  except  hatred  of  the  media  and  disco  music."  She  was  right.  Nobody  looked  com¬ 
fortable,  everyone  seemed  on  the  verge  of  exposing  some  political  scandal.  But  the  press  had  been  successfully  kept 
out  (except  for  our  friend,  winner  of  the  Dick  Tracy  look-alike  contest),  and  disco  music  bounced  out  of  every  speak¬ 
er. 

"What  is  your  major?"  he  asked  her. 

"Oh,  we  don't  have  majors  here.  Not  since  I  was  a  Fresh  woman,  two  years  ago.  I  took  a  leave  of  absence,  so  I  guess 
I'm  a  Sophomore,  but  under  this  new  system  I  don't  know.  You  take  what  you  want  here,  there  are  no  require¬ 
ments." 
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“But  what  do  you  do?" 

“I'm  a  musician,  silly,"  she  giggled.  “I  play  the  harp.  What  do  you  do?" 

"I  don't  know  yet,  I  mean,  I  haven't  decided  what  I  want  to  do  yet." 

"What  do  you  do  now?"  She  was  simple,  direct,  and  playfully  sensuous. 

"Well,  I  used  to  play  with  computers,  and  I  used  to  keep  a  diary.  I  liked  writing,  but  I  never  knew  what  to  write, 
nothing  seemed  interesting  enough.  I  don't  do  anything  now,  maybe  play  tennis  once  in  a  while.  I  can't  play  a 
musical  instrument  because  I'm  tone  deaf  —  " 

"Wonderful!"  she  interrupted. 

"Why  is  that  so  wonderful?" 

"I  can  get  along  with  someone  who  won't  criticize  my  music  or  play  disco  all  the  time.  But  never  mind,  what  else 
do  you  do?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  guess  I  don't  do  anything." 

"Well  then,  I  guess  I'll  have  to  give  you  something  to  do.  Something  Interesting  ..."  and  she  led  him  upstairs. 

Conversation  at  the  Party  was  picking  up.  "Students  today  don't  want  to  look  up  to  authority  figures,  they  want  to 
be  authority  figures.  They  know  what  they  want,  and  we  can't  force  any  'requirements'  down  their  throats."  This  was 
a  Professor  of  Humanistic  Engineering. 

"They  look  to  us  for  advice,  nonetheless,"  said  the  Professor  of  Psychology  for  the  Humorist,  snorting  snuff  and 
made  a  sound  that  was  meant  to  be  a  laugh  but  sounded  more  like  a  wheeze. 

"They  just  don't  have  the  advantages  we  had,  the  experience  of  seeing  our  educational  system  crash  along  with  the 
economy,  our  lifestyles  ridiculed  to  the  point  of  absurdity,  walls  crumbling  within  our  financial  structures.  And  now, 
the  return  to  spiritual  values,  the  ushering  in  of  the  new  Hip  Age,  our  readjustment  to  living  chic.  Can  we  really  get 
in  tough  with  them?"  This  was  Professor  Braintowel  of  the  Creativity  Department. 

"Braintowel,  what's  the  title  of  the  course  you're  teaching  this  year?" 

"It's  called  'Artistic  Abandon  vs.  Adaption  to  the  Modem  World.'  I  start  them  off  reading  Player  Piano  by  Von- 
negut.  Touching?" 

"Indeed  I  should  write  a  story  about  it,"  said  the  Writer,  who  appears  courtesy  the  Tufts  Yearbook. 
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Meanwhile,  the  Muse  played  the  antique  harp  in  the  master  bedroom  while  the 
Freshman  gazed  at  her  with  love  in  his  eyes.  When  she  finished  her  ode  to  a  Septem¬ 
ber  night,  she  came  over  to  sit  in  the  Freshman's  lap. 

"I  don't  understand  music." 

"It's  not  something  you're  supposed  to  understand,  silly."  She  kissed  him  on  the 
cheek.  "There's  music  all  around,  in  the  air,  you  just  have  to  pluck  it  from  the  air," 
and  she  pantomimed  an  innocent  Shirley  Temple  plucking  musical  notes  from  the  air, 
and  frowning  when  they  sound  awful. 

"It's  true,  I  can  hear  it,"  said  the  Freshman  desperately.  "But  there  are  so  many 
sounds  all  at  once,  so  many  patterns  to  choose,  I  find  it  all  too  confusing. 

"Takes  a  little  discipline.  You  have  to  choose  a  pattern,  so  you  might  as  well  choose 
a  good  one.  It's  the  only  way  to  learn  how  to  listen.  Nobody  can  teach  you.  C'mon, 
there's  a  country  music  revival  going  on  out  on  the  quad  " 

"But  it's  so  confusing  out  there!" 

"That's  just  the  point.  If  you're  confused,  you  gotta  learn  to  live  with  it."  Then  she 
fished  in  her  bra  for  a  joint.  "Let's  get  our  minds  messed  first.  Then  we'll  be  psyched 
for  confusion!" 

The  Freshman  smoked  awkwardly,  spilling  ashes  on  her,  choking  and  gasping.  For 
the  first  time  in  three  months  he  was  getting  stoned  with  another  person,  slowly 
opening  the  vice-grips  on  his  mind,  sharing  with  another  a  peak  at  his  personal  in¬ 
sanity.  But  as  they  peeled  their  minds  off  the  walls  and  ceiling  and  slowly  descended 
the  stairs  to  the  Party,  the  Freshman  glimpsed  a  look  of  terror  on  her  face  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  and  felt  relieved.  Maybe  they  could  go  crazy  together  ... 

There  was  a  commotion  in  the  foyer,  a  tuxedoed  gentleman  was  throwing  a  man  in 
a  gabardine  suit  (our  friend,  Dick  Tracy)  out  the  door.  When  he  was  finished,  he 
straightened  his  appearance  and  walked  lightly  into  the  reception  room,  smiling  at 

everyone. 

"Doesn't  he  look  like  Fred  Astair?"  asked  the  wife  of  the  Dean  of  Students.  The 
Dean  ignored  her  question  and  walked  over  to  the  Junior.  "Hi.  My  name  s  Andy 
Saliva,  I'm  the  new  Dean  of  Students.  And  you? 

"Pavlov.  But  you  can  call  me  'Toots'." 

"Toots  Pavlov?" 

"No,  Pavlov  Toots.  Nostroleum  is  my  last  name." 

"Well  then,  Toots,  What's  with  your  little  show  of  violence?  We  have  no  need  for 
bouncers  here." 

"I'm  sure  you'll  agree  I  did  the  right  thing.  Where's  Fester?" 

"What!"  The  new  Dean  was  beside  himself.  "The  President  is  over  by  the  grog 
table,  just  waiting  to  see  you,  sir-  M>o  the  hdl  do  you  think  you  are?  Hey!  Wait!" 

P.T.  Nostroleum  walked  briskly  over  to  President  Gazotsky  and  whispered  into  his 
ear.  Then  the  jolly  old  goat  laughed  and  laughed,  holding  his  jelly-belly,  and  put  their 
arms  around  each  other  and  went  into  the  study. 
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Leslie  Winokur 


Lynne  Katzmann 
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Bruce  Leeds 


Patti  Lee 


Robert  L.  Wolcholk 
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My  locale 


On  the  concrete  corner 
angular  cracks  reveal 
jungle -green  life 
moist  with  morning  dew 
4  black  ant  rambles  over 
mountainous  terrain 

through  forests  of  gum  wrappers  in  search  of  food 


I h  my  dream 

I  walked  the  edge 

of  a  rich,  teeming  darkness,. 

k  girl  wait  into  the  jungle 

and  came-  hack  as  a  parh  of  it* 

Her  hair,  a  rash  of  reed  and  vine, 
grew  into  the  trees  behind  her 
her  eyes  were  warm 

with  an  intimate,  infinite  distance 
like  the  glimmers  of  dawn  one  catches  through 
the  branches  upon  waking* 


Then  she  told  me  a  secret 
so  fragrant,  so  carved 

so  tangled  in  the  whispers 
of  w  barest}  Zrctty 
that  X  smiled 

and  smiling,  X  became  myself 
a  waking  of  my  presence 

within  that  world. 

Then  I  knew  I  had  loved  them 
as  I  always  will  r 

the  girl,  and  the  forest 

and  the  new,  dawning  darkness* 
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Paul  Dervis 


Suzy  Kirkman 


Joel  Bresle 


Vivian  L.  Wilkins 


Matoula  Papas 


Keith  Davis 


Brian  Young,  Bob  Azank,  Mike 
Smith,  Ed  Surabian 


George  Le  Blanc 


Felicia  Coveil 


Bob  Bernstein 


Don  Olenick 
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John  Harris 


Elise  Jaffe 


THE  OASIS 

Dan  left  home  on  his  bike  one  Tuesday  afternoon.  He  got 
lost.  Three  days  later,  in  the  middle  of  Iowa,  he  met  a  truck. 

He  awoke  to  the  nighttime  noises  of  the  New  Mexico  desert. 
He  froze. 

Morning  dawned  clear  and  grew  hotter  by  the  minute.  Dan 
thawed  to  the  sound  of  the  wind  over  the  dunes.  He  was 
thirsty.  There  was  nothing  in  sight  but  sand.  He  began  walk¬ 
ing. 

As  he  walked,  mental  anguish  overshadowed  his  thirst.  His 
head  throbbed.  His  eyes  swam.  The  sun  burned  through  him, 
boiling  away  his  lifeblood  and  with  it  his  grasp  on  reality. 

At  the  top  of  the  next  dune  he  stumbled  and  floated  down 
the  lee  side  on  the  desert  breeze. 

On  his  feet  again  he  thought  he  saw  trees  in  the  distance  — 
an  oasis.  He  stumbled  on.  The  trees  grew  close  and  as  he 
floundered  on  through  the  loose  sand  they  grew  closer.  He 
was  reminded  of  so  many  desert  mirage  movies  he  collapsed 
in  the  sand,  sobbing. 

When  he  looked  again  the  trees  were  still  there  —  a  cluster 
of  palms  just  a  few  dunes  distant.  He  stumbled  on.  The  trees 
grew  closer  and  closer.  He  head  swam  —  mirageswatergreen 
grassabeautiful  woman  waterorangesfigswaterdates  water 
thebeautifulwomanagain.  He  was  walking  through  coarse 
grass  now.  He  stumbled  on.  The  first  tree  was  just  steps  away. 
He  could  see  a  pool  of  water  beyond,  surrounded  by  long 
green  grass.  A  rabbit  nibbling  on  a  carrot  —  a  bright  orange 
carrot.  He  stumbled  again  and  collapsed  against  the  palm,  los¬ 
ing  consciousness. 

The  rabbit  nibbled  on  his  hand  and  became  a  beautiful  wo¬ 
man.  They  made  love  on  the  long  green  grass  beneath  the 
palms.  He  smiled  and  died. 


Mark  Caldwell 


169 


Deborah  Kreke 
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Kathy  McCartney,  Lissa  Mullens,  Lesley  Slavin,  Erica  Brittain,  Lisa  Kubie,  &  Sandie 


Beverly  Jeanne  Prioleau 


Kyrie  Madeline  O'Connor 


Fredric  Arlen  Stem 


Rebecca  Linson 


Rodney  Bannwart 


David  Bossa 


Let's  drink  to  the  spirit  of  Lewis  Paul, 

Who  died  a  drunkard  in  spite  of  up  all. 

And  if  one  day  your  luck  should  fall. 
Remember  the  words  on  the  shithouse  wall. 
And  curse  the  spirit  of  Lewis  Paul. 

T.B. 
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Katherine  Louise  Utzinger 


Ilene  Maxon 


Elizabeth  Scott  Housel 


Kate  Mierzwinski 
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Ellen  Schneider 


Judith  Holmes 


Karen  Mitchell 


Judith  Ann  Francis 
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Steven  Corben 


Amy  S.  Goff 


Mami  Smith  Robert  M.  McTighe 
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Meanwhile,  everyone  at  the  Party  was  preparing  for  a 
speech,  either  by  stockpiling  drinks  and  hors  d'oeuvres  or  ex¬ 
cusing  themselves  to  go  to  the  john.  The  President  and  Nos- 
troleum  came  out  of  hiding  wearing  their  brandy  grins,  and 
the  new  Dean  of  Students,  Andrew  Saliva  Esq.,  stood  in  the 
center  of  the  room  and  cleared  his  throat.  A  rough,  burly  Ital¬ 
ian  with  a  voice  cousin  to  the  bullfrog,  Andy  Saliva  welcomed 
them  all,  administration,  faculty,  student  body  and  media 
(though  no  media  people  were  present).  He  sourly  explained 
that  the  state  of  Tufts'  finances  depended  entirely  upon  alumni 
support,  and  that  alumni  support  implied  an  enforcement  of 
alumni  tradition,  which  would  lead  to  student  alienation,  a 
decrease  in  Federal  and  State  funds,  and  media  ramifications, 
but  most  important,  it  would  mean  higher  insurance  rates  for 
protection  against  students  who  sue  the  University  for  unkept 
promises. 

His  outrageous  solution  was  to  institute  a  new  system 
where  there  are  no  majors,  no  requirements,  and  therefore  no 
commitments  made  by  the  University  except  to  provide  faculty 
advisors.  Students  can  make  up  their  own  plans  of  study.  As 
the  New  Republic  was  fast  to  quote,  "You  can  have  it  your 
way"  at  Tufts  University  (for  a  tuition  of  $6000  a  year).  The 
Dean  figured  the  university  could  really  clean  up  on  Federal 
and  State  funds,  lower  insurance  rates,  and  even  alumni  sup¬ 
port  if  they  would  only  use  ih£  media  to  show  the  world  that 
the  system  will  work.  To  get  Tufts  involved  with  the  media 
was  simple  enough:  double  the  President's  salary  in  order  to 
attract  the  right  person  for  the  job,  and  they  found  him:  ex- 
Foreign  Policy  Advisor,  ex-Secretary  of  state  and  present 
Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Royal  Burgers,  Corp.,  Fester  P. 
Gazotsky,  PhD.,  Lid.,  B.S.  (All  throughout  his  speech,  Andy 
fingered  his  new  silver  cufflinks  engraved  with  the  corporate 
logo  of  Royal  Burgers,  Corp.:  a  quarter-pound  of  sizzled  chop¬ 
ped  beef  with  oozing  melted  cheese  resting  quietly  in  a 
sesame-seed  bun.) 
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President  Gazotsky  was  asked  to  speak,  and  that  enigmatic 
world  traveler  who  introduced  the  cheeseburger  to  Red  China, 
refined  the  chiliburger  for  the  Panamanians,  insulted  the  Brit- 
tish,  appeased  the  Irish,  engineered  a  peace  in  the  Mideast 
and  Greece  and  played  RISK  into  the  wee  hours  of  the  morn¬ 
ing  with  Leonid  Brezhnev,  chose  his  words  carefully:  "I  in¬ 
tend  to  save  my  voice  for  tomorrow  night's  bout  with  the 
media.  Andy  has  said  all  that  is  needed  to  be  said;  now  there's 
a  job  to  do.  No  use  flapping  our  jaws  where  the  media  might 
hear.  Goodnight!"  and  he  exited  on  the  arm  of  a  supple 
blonde  beauty  from  Accounting. 

P.T.  Nostroleum  stood  up  first,  leering  like  Jack  Nicholson, 
strolled  over  to  the  Dean  of  Students  and  in  a  loud  brassy 
voice  insulted  him:  "You  miserable  weenie!  If  the  media  had 
been  here  to  witness  your  juvenile  plan  to  dramatize  this  mock¬ 
ery  of  modem  education  you  would  have  been  strung  up  on 
Goddard  Chapel  by  your  thumbs!  You  had  better  prepare 
yourself  for  what  may  happen  this  year  —  the  Student  Body 
will  not  tolerate  this  media  glutton  president  masquerading  as 
a  Salvation  Army  Santa  Claus.  It  won't  tolerate  a  snot-nosed 
Dean  of  Students  will  illusions  of  grandeur  and  cheeseburger 
cufflinks.  But  most  of  all,  the  students  will  not  tolerate  the 
media,  and  will  do  anything,  even  use  the  media  against  you, 
to  achieve  some  kind  of  sanity  here  and  get  a  decent  educa¬ 
tion." 

"Mr.  Nostroleum,"  the  Dean  hissed  through  tight  lips,  "We 
will  bury  you  and  all  others  like  you." 

Whereupon  P.T.  Nostroleum  did  exactly  the  same  thing  he 
would  do  years  later  as  President  of  the  United  States  at  the 
SALT  talks  in  Helsinki  with  the  Soviet  Union  and  Red  China, 
who  were  escalating  the  nuclear  arms  race  at  an  alarming  rate, 
when  the  Soviet  Party  Chairman  warned  him  not  to  interfere 
and  support  Red  China:  he  abruptly  turned  his  back  to  the 
man  and  farted,  then  laughed  and  danced  out  the  door. 
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“Who  was  that  guy?"  asked  the  Freshman,  watching  this 
maniac  dance  out  the  door,  his  wild  hair  and  devilish  mus¬ 
tache  contradicting  his  tailored  tuxedo  and  spit-polished 
wing-tips. 

“Oh,  that  was  Toots,"  she  giggled,  and  for  a  moment  gazed 
lovingly  at  the  empty  space  Nostroleum  had  left  behind.  “P.T, 
Nostroleum.  I  remember  him  from  a  couple  years  back,  and 
the  stories  about  him.  Melodramatic  he  is,  an  adventurer,  a 
genius,  madman  really,  but  he  always  shot  straight  from  the 
hip,  no  nonsense." 

The  students  crowded  out  the  door  to  fill  the  night  with 
their  wildness.  The  country  music  revival  was  in  full  swing,  12 
kegs  of  beer  to  tap,  thousands  of  people  running  amok.  Strung 
out  through  the  rippling  crowds  was  a  network  of  reporters  in 
uniform,  each  posted  fifteen  feet  from  another,  walkie-talkies 
sputtering  loudly  as  if  they  were  storm  troopers  in  some  kind 
of  metaphysical  war.  And  inside  the  President's  house  the  hip 
administrators  and  professors  collectively  finished  their 
drinks  as  the  Party  grew  to  be  obsolete. 
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I've  been  hanging  out  around  Tufts  for  about  three  years  now.  I've  seen  a  lot  of  things  appear  and 
disappear.  I've  known  a  lot  of  people  and  been  to  a  lot  of  parties  but  I'm  still  not  sure  what  I  think  of  this 
place.  Maybe  it's  because  I'm  a  dog.  We  dogs  don't  jump  to  hasty  conclusions,  you  know.  I  live  with  a 
girl  named  Jiz  McQueen,  off-campus  on  Electric  Avenue.  We've  got  a  really  nice  street  and  some  local 
pup-dogs  to  hang  out  with,  but  I  spend  most  of  my  time  around  the  quad  and  the  library  hill.  You  can't 
have  fun  on  a  street,  or  even  in  those  things  they  call  back-yards  in  Somerville.  Fun  is  flaunting  the 
authority  (grounds  and  buildings  in  my  case)  and  generally  freaking  out  in  the  field. 
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Jiz  had  an  8:30  class  and  I  went  up  the  hill  with  her.  She  walked  into  Braker  so  I  sat  down  on  a 
bench  out  front  to  figure  out  what  to  do  next.  Victor  came  running  up  the  steps  and  we  gave  each 
other  a  gratuitous  sniff,  then  pissed  on  a  tree.  Victor  isn't  his  real  name  but  that's  what  I  call  him 
cause  he  reminds  me  of  Victor  Mature  in  his  face  and  people  aren't  always  called  by  their  real  names 
like  Jiz  isn't  so  neither  are  dogs  at  all  I  think  and  1  call  myself  McKing  to  go  with  McQueen.  Victor  and 
I  hung  out  in  front  of  Braker,  sitting  in  the  forest  in  between  the  trees  there  and  making  like  we  were 
wild  animals.  One  of  the  spirits  who  hang  out  there  sat  down  with  us.  He  tells  us  dogs  when  we  meet 


him  that  he  lives  there  but  he  doesn't  talk  with  people  and  doesn't  sleep  anywhere  ever.  We  talked 
and  then  he  took  off  for  us  to  chase  him  but  spirits  are  quick  and  we  didn't  see  where  he  went.  So  we 
sat  down  again  between  Eaton  and  Braker  and  watched  the  8:30  crowd  stumble  past.  People  are  funny 
then,  some  look  sad,  some  look  really  ferocious  or  grim  or  something,  and  a  lot  don't  look  at  all.  A 
girly  came  by  and  stopped  in  front  of  us  sitting  there,  recognized  us  but  I  didn't  know  her,  I  turned  to 
Victor  and  he  was  smiling  at  her.  Not  one  to  be  outdone,  I  took  a  step  and  jumped  up  to  say  hello.  I 
guess  I'm  really  goofy  looking  sometimes  and  she  laughed  as  she  jumped  away.  “Good  doggies,  what 


are  you  doing  here?"  We  couldn't  answer  that  one  so  we  wagged  the  collective  tail  and  followed  her 
into  class,  Eaton  201  that  is.  We  pretended  we  weren't  with  her,  she  was  cool  about  it,  and  we  hid  in 
the  back  before  the  teacher  walked  in.  What  a  spacey  looking  teacher  he  was  too,  smiling  at  a  spot 
about  three  feet  in  front  of  him  and  dragging  his  briefcase  like  a  rubber  duck.  Our  friend  told  us  his 
name  was  Fixler,  he  sat  down  and  talked  about  Henry  the  fourth,  some  guy.  Girly  was  looking  at  her 
book  instead  of  us  and  Victor  had  his  head  between  his  paws.  I  was  bored  so  I  took  off,  knocked  over 
an  empty  desk  and  ran.  Victor  didn't  want  to  hear  about  Henry  either  so  he  followed  and  got  the  door 
slammed  after  him.  He's  big  enough  to  push  open  the  outside  door  though,  off  the  front  stairs. 
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It  was  still  too  early  to  play  with  sticks  and  there  were  no  people  to  watch. 

Later  in  the  day  I  walked  over  to  the  library  hill  and  ran  into  Tom.  She's  got  a  spaced-out  look  in 
her  eyes,  and  she's  brown.  Some  people  were  sitting  around  the  trees  and  the  crest  of  the  hill,  watch¬ 
ing  and  talking  and  reading  and  thinking  and  smoking  pot.  It  was  time  to  be  rowdy;  we  ran  at  each 
other  and  rolled,  Tom  bites  hard,  and  chased  around  the  trees,  jumping  over  people.  She  hip-checked 
me  on  a  tight  turn  and  I  flew  into  her  room-mate's  back.  A  dog  named  Whitey  barked  down  by  the 
fountain  and  we  took  off  down  there  to  talk  and  sniff.  We  waded  in  the  fountain,  it  looked  green. 
There's  a  statue  there  made  out  of  shapes  that's  supposed  to  be  Jumbo.  It  doesn't  look  like  the  real 
Jumbo  that  was  in  the  old  Barnum  and  used  to  be  Barnum  or  be  his  elephant  or  something.  Anyway 
this  statue  is  all  there  is  now  so  Jumbo's  ghost  lives  there  when  it's  warm  out  and  talks  about  Barnum 
and  other  elephants.  We  sit  around  and  listen  sometimes.  Whitey  lay  down  and  slobbered  in  the 
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green  water.  He  really  likes  the  library,  he  hangs  out  there  all 
the  time  and  holds  the  records  for  times  sneaking  in  and  farth¬ 
est  in.  He  was  such  a  slob  in  the  fountain,  he  incited  us  to  try 
breaking  in  again.  The  mean  guy  was  on  duty  so  it  would  take 
a  lot  of  planning;  we  ran  up  to  the  roof  and  sat  on  the  floor  to 
think.  We  dogs  don't  think  too  good,  so  we  decided  to  play  it 
by  nose. 

We  calmly  walked  to  the  fountain  and  waited  until  about 
four  people  walked  by  at  once.  The  mean  guy  was  checking 
people  going  out,  it  was  our  chance.  Whitey  ran  up  first  and 
looked  at  the  second  two  of  the  four  like  he  wanted  to  get  in, 
after  the  first  two  had  gone  through  the  outside  door.  He  kept 
the  first  door  from  shutting  and  as  soon  as  the  first  person  had 
his  foot  through  the  inner  door,  Tom  and  I  ran  through  under 
their  feet.  Whitey  got  in  too.  We  headed  straight  ahead  with 
stairs  on  our  right  and  a  big  desk  on  our  left.  We  lost  the  mean 
guy  around  some  stacks  with  magazines  in  them.  There  was  a 
big  window  back  there  looking  toward  Robinson  with  desks 
along  it  and  people  staring  at  us.  I  nipped  at  Tom  to  entertain 
them  and  we  jumped  up  on  a  couple  of  them.  We  didn't  get 
very  much  of  a  reaction  for  some  reason.  They  would  look 
through  us  and  ignore  us  and  read  or  write  some  more.  The 
three  of  us  huddled  together  and  didn't  know  what  to  do,  then 
the  mean  guy  saw  us  and  ran  at  Whitey.  Tom  and  I  distracted 
him,  he  tripped,  and  we  ran  back  through  the  stacks  the  way 
we  had  come  in.  We  cruised  back  past  the  stairs  and  the  front 
door,  then  down  a  hall  to  a  staircase,  just  fitting  through  a 
door.  We  went  upstairs  and  heard  the  mean  guy  go  downstairs 
as  we  waited  at  another  door.  We  were  stuck.  Then  Jiz  and  the 
girl  I  had  met  that  morning  came  walking  upstairs.  They 
laughed  as  we  said  hello  to  them  and  they  stooped  down  to 
pet  us.  Then  we  all  went  through  the  door,  another  door,  and 
out  onto  a  roof  where  we  had  never  been  before. 

That  night  Tom  and  I  went  to  Carmichael  for  dinner. 

Jon  Bourne 
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Meanwhile  .  .  . 


Ill  here  it  was  in  the  Miscellany  section  of  the  nation's  leading  newsweekly.  New  Times,  next  to  an  article  about  the 
recent  socialization  of  medicine  and  the  use  of  computer-doctors,  across  the  page  from  an  interview  with  the  Pope 
about  the  religious  benefits  of  the  legalization  of  marijuana,  underneath  a  cartoon  of  the  former  Secretary  of  State 
Gazotsky  munching  Royal  Chiliburgers  with  Fidel  Castro,  and  bearing  the  title  "Wonder  Warthog  Rises  Again,"  an 
article  about  Tufts  University:  "Snobbery  has  reared  its  ugly  head  in  the  nation's  'hippest'  of  institutions  .  .  .  The 
elite  are  making  a  last  ditch  attempt  to  turn  the  ship  of  liberal  education  back  on  its  former  course  of  traditional  formal 
education,  back  to  the  medieval  years  of  requirements  and  majors  and  institutional  molding  .  .  .  The  organization  is 
called  WART,  the  Will  to  Arrive  at  Reason  and  Truth,  and  its  leader  is  a  veteran  of  the  Free  Speech  Movement  who 
reacted  violently  to  the  new  Hip  measures  of  the  University  by  uprooting  all  of  the  President's  Peace  Azaleas  and 
spray-painting  hate  messages  on  the  equipment  vans  of  network  TV  news  teams  .  .  • .  dressed  in  a  flowing  magenta 
cape  and  a  pirate's  hat  with  black  riding  boots  with  swashbuckles  ...  a  ruddy  complexion  with  coarse  blonde  hair 
and  a  brown  Buffalo  Bill  mustache  and  goatee,  and  he  goes  by  the  name  of  P.T.  Nostroleum  .  .  ." 

The  Will  to  Arrive  at  Reason  and  Truth  was  formed  in  October,  originally  designed  to  be  a  think  tank  by  a  radical 
friend  of  mine,  the  Political  Activist,  who  wanted  Tufts  students  to  realize  that  they  need  a  structured  education  if 
only  to  protect  themselves  from  confusion. 

The  Political  Activist  advertised  for  the  first  meeting  in  the  Sightseer's  Personals,  with  the  headline  "Do  You  Really 
Need  a  Tufts  Education?" 

The  turnout  for  the  meeting  was  small.  I  was  there,  and  so  was  a  strange  wild-haired  freak  who  called  himself 
"Nostroleum"  and  sat  in  silence  till  the  end  of  the  meeting,  whereupon  he  made  this  speech: 

"The  price  of  freedom  is  constant  vigilance.  We  can  be  of  use  to  the  Freedom  Movement  by  ending  this  rhetorical 
bullshit  and  calling  for  action.  We  are  in  a  good  position  because  we  represent  everything  that  the  lower-income 
students  hate:  we  are  a  clique  of  useless  intelligent  people.  Remember  how  the  media  used  the  SLA  to  ridicule  the 
entire  radical  movement  in  this  country?  We  can  do  the  same  with  this  apathetic  burlesque  they  call  'modem  liberal 
education'.  We  can  expose  the  profit  motives  of  the  patronizing  bureaucrats  of  this  administration.  We  can  show  how 
the  Student  Senate  was  duped  into  supporting  the  new  Student  Union  Center  (the  two  million  dollar  Student  Union 
was  about  to  be  constructed  to  include  faculty-student  bars  and  discoteques,  boutique  shops,  computer-game  rooms 
and  a  giant  replica  of  the  IGM  1000  —  the  Intelligence  Gathering  Management  computer  that  was  recently  installed  at 
CIA  headquarters,  designed  by  a  Tufts  graduate  in  Computer  Science.  The  IGM  Corporation  donated  most  of  the 
funds  to  build  the  Center,  and  the  administration  had  promised  the  Student  Senate  an  office  and  a  conference  room 
in  it.).  We  can  leak  information  to  the  news  media  about  conservative  groups  like  ours  who  are  trying  to  subvert  the 
educational  system  to  make  it  profitable  for  the  rich  and  patronizing  to  the  poor.  The  result  will  be  that  the  public  will 
find  out  how  much  this  is  already  going  on  under  the  disguise  of  'liberal  education'  .  .  ." 
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Nostroleum  had  a  good  idea.  Perhaps  his  motive  was  to  awaken  the  students  to  what  was  really  going  on  under 
their  noses,  or  perhaps  his  motive  was  to  gain  notoreity  as  a  reformer.  Whatever,  I  agreed  with  his  line  of  reasoning.  I 
can  remember  those  bygone  days  of  academic  majors,  cliques,  fraternities  and  sororities,  where  one  could  proudly 
say  he  or  she  was  an  electrical  engineer,  a  sociologist,  an  English  major,  a  Dance  major,  etc.  Whatever  the  case,  a 
student  identified  with  his  or  her  major;  whether  they  were  from  a  lower,  middle,  or  upper  class  background  didn't 
matter  as  long  as  they  were  something  respectable.  People  tend  to  think  they  are  what  they  say  they  are,  but  they 
need  a  clue  from  their  environment,  from  their  university.  The  university  provides  a  number  of  choices  for  you, 
postulating  what  the  Real  World  will  want  and  how  you  can  find  your  place  in  it.  Or  at  least  it  should  try.  The 
alternative  is  to  learn  whatever  you  want  and  let  the  Real  World  choose  your  career  for  you,  according  to  the  laws  of 
supply  and  demand.  This  last  alternative  seems  tailor-made  to  fit  the  students  of  lower-income  families,  while  the 
students  of  upper-class  families  are  allowed  to  pursue  their  own  education  in  college  until  the  day  they  assume  their 
families'  businesses.  Tufts  has  made  it  easier  for  them  to  learn  what  they  want,  at  the  expense  of  the  lower-income 
student  who  is  forced  into  the  only  alternative  left  in  the  arena  of  liberal  arts:-  Computer  Science. 
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Nostroleum  has  a  valid  point.  Academic  majors  are  the  banners  we  carry  into  the  battleground  of  the  Real  World.  It 
is  only  fair  to  allow  everyone  to  carry  his/her  own  banner,  to  supply  them  to  the  needy  (who  pay  for  it  anyway,  they 
call  it  tuition).  Banners  may  indeed  be  pompous  and  egotistical,  but  for  a  pompous  and  egotistical  society  they  are 
necessary;  they  have  to  be  of  your  own  choosing. 

It  certainly  is  traditional.  King  Arthur  had  his  sword  that  no  one  could  pull  from  the  rock  (without  the  help  of 
Merlin),  and  with  it  he  tried  to  unify  England.  St.  George  had  his  dragon.  Mark  Twain  had  his  riverboat  and  the 
Mississippi.  Jimmy  Carter  had  his  peanuts,  and  I  have  my  Yearbook. 

I'm  sorry,  I  forgot  to  introduce  myself.  I  am  the  Writer,  a  graduate  of  Tufts,  just  hanging  around  trying  to  find  my 
lost  identity.  I  sold  out  several  months  ago  to  write  computer  manuals  for  IGM  Corporation  at  a  handsome  salary.  I 
wrote  the  documentation  for  the  IGM  1000  that  is  now  being  used  to  predict  the  activities  of  saboteurs,  left-wing 
radicals,  fifth  columnists,  high-level  politicos.  Art  Buchwald,  college  radicals  like  Nostroleum,  the  secret  sex  life  of  the 
President  and  the  nation's  weather  forecast  for  the  next  five  years.  Quite  an  impressive  machine.  It  was  originally 
designed  to  control  inventory  and  accounting  for  the  Royal  Burgers  Restaurant  chain.  Now  you  know  why  I  sold  out. 

I  decided  to  become  a  character  in  this  story  because,  frankly,  I  can't  write  a  story  without  being  in  it  somewhere.  I 
thought  it  would  be  more  efficient  this  way,  to  contain  my  cynicism  in  one  character,  not  to  let  it  overflow  into  the 
other  characters.  I  want  you  to  know  that  if  this  story  intimidates  you,  it  intimidates  me,  too.  That's  its  purpose. 
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Truth  is,  I  met  my  Nostroleum  in  a  class  on  The  Self  in  French  Literature,  a  course  I  audited  for 
no  other  reason  than  to  write  this  story.  It  was  a  lecture  on  Camus's  Caligula,  and  the  professor 
concluded  a  long  preamble  that  Caligula's  tragicomic  impersonation  of  God  over  the  Roman  Empire 
and  the  use  of  violence  to  show  how  a  man's  life  can  be  a  work  of  art  was,  in  reality,  pure  insanity, 
when  Nostroleum  interrupted  with  a  question:  “If  the  creation  of  life  can  be  viewed  as  a  work  of 
art,  why  can't  we  also  view  as  a  work  of  art  the  destruction  of  life?"  Pens  dropped,  mouths  flew 
open,  the  professor  paced  back  and  forth  while  this  impudent  rogue  in  cape  and  swashbuckles 
grinned  like  the  Chesire  Cat. 

Nostroleum  has  been  called  a  genius  and  a  madman;  his  method  of  insurrection  was  certainly  not 
conventional.  For  example,  there  had  been  some  loose  talk  in  the  Student  Senate  about  having  a 
new  sidewalk  put  in  between  the  bookstore  and  the  new  North  Hall.  Everyone  agreed  that  there 
should  be  one,  and  they  remembered  how  the  last  sidewalk  was  put  in  —  it  took  three  years  and 
thousands  of  students  to  consistently  wear  down  the  grass  to  form  a  bare  strip  that  eventually  had 
to  be  turned  into  a  sidewalk.  The  Student  Senate  proposed  to  put  its  usually  ineffectual  pressure  on 
the  administration  for  a  sidewalk,  and  hope  that  enough  people  will  walk  on  that  plot  of  land  (after 
reading  about  it  in  the  Sightseer)  to  make  it  a  strip  of  dead  brown  dirt. 

Nostroleum  read  the  Sightseer  and  came  up  with  his  own  solution.  Within  two  days  of  the 
Sightseer  article,  Nostroleum  had  rented  a  huge  steam  shovel  and  had  managed  (working  at  night) 
to  create  a  three  foot  deep  ditch  between  the  bookstore  and  the  new  North  Hall.  There  was  nothing 
else  for  the  administration  to  do  but  to  fill  it  in  with  cheap  asphalt.  But  Nostroleum  had  not  forgot¬ 
ten  to  leave  a  sign  of  his  work,  a  plaque  that  said  “This  sidewalk  donated  in  part  by  the  student 
organization  WART". 

Nostroleum  had  the  element  of  surprise  on  his  side.  One  of  the  first  manifestations  of  the  Nos¬ 
troleum  phenomenon  was  the  recall  of  the  Student  Senate.  Nostroleum  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Sight¬ 
seer  calling  for  a  new  student  political  party,  the  Abolitionist  Party.  He  hoped  that  students  who 
wanted  to  abolish  the  ineffectual  Student  Senate  would  run  for  Senate  seats  on  the  Abolitionist 
ticket,  and  that  the  tide  of  student  apathy  would  lead  them  on  to  victory,  and  that  the  Student 
Senate  would  be  abolished  and  the  distribution  of  student  activities  fee  would  be  handled  by  the  5 
person  Committee  of  Student  Life.  The  result  was  just  what  he  really  hoped  for:  the  Student  Senate 
wrote  a  five-page  article  justifying  their  existence,  and  they  made  attendance  at  their  weekly  meet¬ 
ings  mandatory. 

Nostroleum  had  a  goal  in  mind:  to  use  the  media  to  promote  the  opposite  of  what  the  students 
want,  thereby  forcing  the  students  to  fight  for  their  rights.  It  usually  worked,  as  with  the  radio 
station.  When  the  campus  radio  station  stated  that  they  would  not  allow  cliques  to  use  the  radio 
station  to  promote  their  own  activities,  Nostroleum  petitioned  for  air  time  and  denounced  the 
Carmichael  Society  for  abusing  their  radio  privileges.  The  result  was  devastating.  The  radio  station 
had  to  grant  equal  time  to  any  organization  that  offered  an  opposing  view,  and  every  organization 
took  advantage  of  it.  Overnight  Nostroleum  had  provoked  a  controversy  that  kept  the  news  media 
on  campus  and  kept  Tufts  in  the  news.  And  the  Dean  of  Students  only  added  fuel  to  the  fire  when 
he  proclaimed  martial  law  and  closed  down  the  radio  station. 
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Dean  Andrew  Saliva  was  once  the  quiet  brooding  son  of  an  Italian  butcher  in  South  Philadelphia.  Every  morning  of 
his  youth  he  would  curse  the  picture  of  the  Sacred  Heart  on  his  wall,  put  there  by  his  dutiful  mother.  He  would  curse 
the  row  house  he  lived  in,  a  carbon  copy  of  every  other  house  save  for  a  bright  green  door  and  a  plaster  statue  of  the 
Virgin  Mary  with  sky-blue  hair  standing  virtuously  in  the  two-foot  square  plot  of  dirt  affectionately  called  a  "front 
lawn".  He  cursed  his  three-mile  walk  to  the  nearest  Catholic  school,  cursed  the  Italian  water-ice  stand  where  he 
slurped  his  lonely  lunch,  cursed  his  friends  off  watching  American  Bandstand  every  afternoon,  cursed  the  garbage 
floating  through  his  view  of  the  Schulkyll  River.  The  one  thing  he  didn't  curse,  a  view  that  swelled  his  head  with 
visions  of  respectability,  was  the  view  across  that  river  at  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  which  housed  the  Wharton 
School  of  Business.  And  the  Dean  of  the  Wharton  School  eight  years  ago  was  a  forty  year  old  man  who  would  soon  be 
asked  by  the  President  to  be  his  Foreign  Policy  Advisor.  He  was  none  other  than  the  heir  to  the  restaurant  chain  that 
made  history  with  the  slogan  "Have  it  your  way!":  Fester  P.  Gazotsky. 
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Andrew  Saliva  paced  in  his  Dean  of  Student's  Office,  fingering  his  cheeseburger  cufflinks.  He's  worn  those 
cufflinks  to  every  known  country  on  this  planet  with  a  foreign  policy,  as  Gazotsky's  press  secretary.  Now  he  had  to  be 
his  spokesman,  because  the  President  of  Tufts  University  was  in  Maryland  visiting  CIA  Headquarters  at  the  IGM 
Corporation  plant  in  Bethesda.  He  was  trying  to  get  the  CIA's  permission  to  demonstrate  the  actual  IGM  1000  compu¬ 
ter  at  the  opening  of  Tufts  University's  Student  Union  Center. 

He  had  been  pacing  for  two  hours,  sipping  cold  black  coffee  and  waiting  for  the  inevitable,  ever  since  he's  read  the 
morning  Globe  and  saw  the  headline:  "Tufts  Student  Threatens  to  Puncture  Drama  Department."  The  Drama  De¬ 
partment  as  a  whole  was  not  involved,  only  its  annex,  with  dressing  rooms  and  other  acting  rooms  in  a  huge  bubble 
next  to  the  Arena  Theatre.  The  bubble  was  an  eyesore,  almost  impossible  to  heat,  and  dangerous  to  even  enter  in 
high  winds.  Tufts  never  meant  to  build  the  damn  thing,  and  students  have  been  clamoring  for  a  new  Drama  Center 
and  to  deflate  that  monstrosity. 

A  student  "who  calls  himself  the  leader  of  the  student  organization  WART,  a  reputed  underground  organization  of 
elite  artists  and  musicians  and  drama  students  .  .  ."  The  Dean  gagged  on  this.  He'd  thought  WART  was  a  joke  on  a 
sign  near  a  sidewalk.  He  didn't  know  it  represented  a  dwindling  of  alumni  support  through  the  arts.  He  knew 
Nostroleum  was  behind  this,  but  that's  all  he  knew.  Soon  the  inevitable  tide  of  newspeople  would  be  pounding  on 
his  door,  and  he'd  have  nothing  for  them. 
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BANG!  Poundpoundpound  Pound  pound  pow-pound!  “Let  us  in,  c'mon,  what's  the  story  — 
who's  this  guy  Nostroleum?  —  I'M  from  Time  Magazine  —  I'm  from  the  New  Republic  —  give  us  a 
statement  at  least?  —  OPEN  UP!!'' 

“I  have  no  idea  what  is  going  on,"  he  hissed  through  the  closed  door.  “If  you  want  to  find  out, 
ask  Nostroleum.  Ask  him  something  for  me,  too.  Ask  him  why.  Why  is  he  disrupting  our  commu¬ 
nity?" 

Suddenly  there  was  a  noise  of  a  door  slamming  and  the  newspeople  began  to  cheer.  The  Dean's 
door  flew  open  and  in  walked  P.T.  Nostroleum,  wearing  a  Basque  beret,  cape  and  swashbuckled 
riding  boots,  and  brandishing  an  epee. 

“What  is  the  meaning  of  this?  Close  that  damn  — " 

“Leave  it  open,"  snarled  Nostroleum,  pricking  his  vest  with  the  sword.  “I  have  a  little  speech  to 
make,  and  I  want  them  to  hear."  He  smiled  to  the  flock  of  newspeople,  who  all  pumped  their  heads 
and  scratched  in  their  notebooks  and  turned  on  tape  recorders  and  smiled  smiled  smiled. 

"The  time  has  come  for  Tufts  University  to  notice  its  students.  This  administration  has  neglected 
to  provide  suitable  facilities  and  an  on-going  educational  experience.  They  have  granted  the  stu¬ 
dents  a  preposterous  form  of  freedom:  freedom  to  choose  among  many  irrelevant  courses,  freedom 
to  decide  on  a  career  without  any  career  guidance,  freedom  to  collide  aimlessly  without  design  or 
purpose,  freedom  to  pay  tuition,  an  entrance  fee  to  this  circus  of  professorial  clowns,  bureaucratic 
vendors,  a  Dean  of  Students  on  the  high  wire  and  a  President  on  the  flying  trapeze.  Masquerading 
as  intelligent  unbiased  'free  thinkers'  they  have  provided  this  'freedom  of  education'  to  increase  the 
University's  purse  in  order  to  further  institutionalize  their  prestigious  corporations  at  the  expense 
of  the  poor  misguided  student.  It  provides  a  liberal  arts  education  for  the  intelligensia  from 
higher-income  families  who  never  have  to  worry  about  a  career,  and  it  provides  only  two  alterna¬ 
tives  for  lower-income  students:  decide  early  on  a  career  and  figure  out  a  course  plan  without  the 
benefit  of  guidelines  and  requirements,  or  join  the  ranks  of  other  poor  students  who  are  actively 
pursuing  the  only  visible  opportunity  for  a  specialized  education.  Computer  Science.  Most  poor 
students  who  cannot  con  their  way  into  the  elite  organizations  —  the  newspaper,  the  radio  station, 
the  literary  magazine,  the  Arena  Theatre  group,  etc.  —  either  swim  like  minnows  in  an  endless 
ocean  or  get  herded  into  the  stream  bound  for  the  waterwheel  of  Computer  Science  — " 

“Wait  a  minute,"  interjected  the  Dean.  "These  elite  groups  you're  talking  about,  they  include  all 
the  artists,  writers  and  drama  students  on  campus.  Isn't  your  group  another  one  of  these  elite 
cliques?" 

“That  is  why  we  will  succeed.  We  represent  a  new  kind  of  clique,  a  poor  man's  clique,  for 
creative  people  who  have  no  other  way  of  expressing  their  creativity.  We  turn  our  creativity  into 
action!" 

Nostroleum  whipped  his  epee  and  sliced  through  the  Dean's  trousers,  creating  a  ragged  gaping 
slit  perpendicular  to  his  zipper,  revealing  the  Dean's  sky-blue  underwear.  The  media-filled  corridor 
roared  with  laughter. 

“My  demand  is  this!"  shouted  Nostroleum,  hushing  everyone.  "That  Tufts  University  divert 
more  than  half  of  its  funds  now  being  used  to  build  the  Sodomlike  Student  Union,  that  haven  for 
the  simple-minded  Student  Senate,  that  excuse  for  IGM  support;  and  use  the  funds  to  build  a  new 
Drama  Center,  big  enough  to  give  an  education  to  anyone  who  wants  it.  The  ultimatum  is  this:  if 
an  announcement  that  this  will  happen  isn't  made  by  the  end  of  this  week,  I  will  thrust  my  sword 
into  that  giant  bubble." 
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"You're  crazy.  That  toothpick  won't  do  any  damage." 

"True,  it  is  a  symbolic  gesture.  But  symbolic  gestures  get  nationwide  news  coverage.  So  do  several  pounds  of  TNT. 
I  suggest  you  consider  this  seriously.  You  can  suspend  me,  expell  me,  put  a  24-hour  guard  on  me,  imprison  me,  or 
kill  me,  but  this  symbolic  gesture  and  its  explosive  aftermath  will  be  carried  out  by  people  unknown  to  you.  There  is 
no  way  you  can  stop  it.  We  don't  even  have  to  go  near  the  bubble.  It  doesn't  matter  what  we  do,  the  news  media 
already  has  our  reasons." 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence.  Nobody  could  believe  he  would  end  his  speech  right  there  with  a  wink,  a  sure¬ 
footed  parry  with  his  epee,  and  a  giggling  dance  out  the  door.  The  Dean  was  convinced  that  he  was  dealing  with  a 
madman. 

By  the  way,  that  bit  about  being  a  "poor  man's  clique"  was  utter  bullshit.  WART  consisted  of  roughly  five  mem¬ 
bers  and  one  Nostroleum,  all  white  Anglo-Saxon  Protestants,  all  from  wealthy  families.  Curiously,  all  were  the 
younger  members  of  their  families,  with  older  brothers  and  sisters.  One  was  an  artist,  from  Woodbridge  Connecticut, 
who  was  madly  in  love  with  Nostroleum.  Another  was  a  frustrated  med  student,  who  pursued  the  artist  with  the 
same  crestfallen  face  that  he  wore  to  his  Med  School  rejections.  Another  was  the  Freshman,  naive  as  to  WART's 
purpose  yet  he  worshipped  Nostroleum  and  he  was  madly  in  love  with  the  Musician,  another  enthusiastic  member  of 
the  group.  Finally,  from  Long  Island,  was  my  friend,  the  founder,  the  Political  Activist,  who  was  in  love  with  himself. 
The  five  of  them  would  follow  Nostroleum's  instructions  to  the  letter,  as  if  he  were  a  commanding  general  in  the  Tufts 
theater  of  the  World-Wide  Liberation  War.  I  would  attend  some  meetings  feeling  like  a  CIA  Deep  Throat.  Their 
patriotism  reminded  me  of  the  loyal  French  Underground  working  with  Hogan  and  the  rest  of  the  gang  at  Stalag  13. 

It  is  true  that  their  anxiety-driven  motives  were  rooted  in  their  hypocritical  bourgeous  past,  like  the  Yippies  of  the 
sixties.  They  are  self-styled  but  latent  hippies  who  probably  are  too  serious  with  their  world.  Nostroleum  is  a  catalyst 
for  them,  like  a  Dylan  for  the  antiwar  protestors,  like  the  Beatles  for  the  Charly  Manson  Family.  Nostroleum  is  an 
enigma. 


One  must  beware  of  fictional  characters.  They  have  fictional  pasts  as  well  as  presents.  They  can  do  no  wrong,  yet 
they  can  cause  a  great  deal  of  harm.  Sometimes  they're  so  real  they  remind  you  of  yourself. 

Perhaps  it  was  his  flare  for  social  life.  He  was  boisterous  at  parties,  obnoxious  to  those  who  never  met  him  before, 
enlightening  to  those  who  knew  him  well.  He  would  approach  total  strangers,  especially  females,  and  ask  them 
poignant  primeval  questions  like  "Are  you  straight?  Gay?  Subversive,  submissive,  independent?  Do  you  like  to  fuck? 
Do  you  believe  in  God?  Do  you  think  you're  extraordinary?  Do  you  know  what  you  are?  What  do  you  want  to  be 
when  you  grow  up?"  He  was  an  excellent  dancer,  unintimidated  drinker,  untiring  doper.  No  amount  of  drink  or  drug 
:ould  quiet  him  down,  and  when  he  danced  he  danced  with  everybody,  or  by  himself,  not  to  the  rhythm  but  to  the 
tune  of  the  music,  to  the  drum  solos  and  guitar  riffs  and  brass  crescendoes.  He  hated  disco  music.  One  time  the 
Political  Activist  (he's  always  getting  into  trouble)  talked  him  into  going  to  a  TCB  Disco  bash  at  the  Aquarium,  and 
dared  him  to  do  his  worst.  He  did  his  best.  He  bounced  and  wriggled  and  bumped  and  boogied  through  the  crowd 
dancing  with  every  girl  and  knocking  their  irate  partners  into  the  tortoise  pool.  He  was  escorted  from  the  place 
giggling  and  soft-shoeing  and  held  by  the  strong  arms  of  the  hired  police. 

Nostroleum  was  so  well  known  on  campus  that  the  Sightseer  carried  a  column  titled  "Nostroleum's  Antics",  weekly 
:ondemning  him  as  an  overzealous  clown.  Nostroleum's  answer  was  to  stop  by  the  Sightseer  and  inform  them  of  his 
intentions  to  expose  their  slush  fund  (used  to  wine  and  dine  potential  interviewees  and  to  pay  for  the  editor's 
:igars),  unless  of  course  they  would  use  some  of  that  hush  money  to  finance  a  new  monthly  magazine  that  Nostroleum 
wanted  to  put  together,  to  be  called  The  Glimpse.  Within  a  month  the  first  issue  of  Glimpse  appeared,  with  more 
:opies  of  it  than  of  the  Sightseer,  with  a  circulation  that  included  the  Med  School,  the  Museum  School,  Fletcher 
School,  Medford  High,  Somerville  High,  Harvard  Square,  and  copies  sent  to  the  Boston  School  Committee,  the  SAT 
researchers,  the  Weather  Underground,  the  Italian  Communist  Party,  the  State  Department,  the  CIA  (why  waste 
time?)  and  the  President  of  the  United  States  (and,  of  course  Art  Buchwald).  Editors  of  major  newspapers  were  also  on 
:he  mailing  lists,  paid  for  by  the  Sightseer's  slush  fund,  and  headlines  from  The  Glimpse  regularly  appeared  in  every 
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major  newspaper  in  the  Education  sections.  Articles  like  “How  to  Con  Your  Professor/'  “Why  Liberal  Arts  Stink"  and 
“How  to  Sabotage  the  University's  Computer"  gained  nationwide  attention. 

The  Freshman  was  the  one  who  wrote  the  article  “How  to  Sabotage  Your  University's  Computer."  He'd  come  a  long 
way  since  we  last  met  him.  When  he  talked  with  Nostroleum  about  computers  and  writing,  Nostroleum  introduced 
him  to  WART  and  put  him  in  charge  of  The  Glimpse  Literary  Section.  And  he  also  helped  the  Freshman  along  with 
his  sex  life. 

One  night  Nostroleum  found  the  Freshman  smoking  a  joint  at  four  in  the  morning  at  the  doorstep  of  the  house 
where  his  love,  the  Musician,  lived.  Rejected.  “What's  up?" 

“Nothing.  She's  fuckin'  with  my  head." 

“Well,  you  got  nothing  to  lose  up  there,"  said  Nostroleum,  pointing  to  her  bedroom,  and  then  to  his  head.  “And 
worrying  will  make  you  impotent.  The  important  thing  is  to  concentrate  on  what  you  want.  Not  what  she  wants.  If 
you  want  her  to  love  you,  argue  with  her,  get  mad  at  her,  and  walk  out.  Be  yourself,  get  in  a  rage  if  you  want.  I 
wouldn't  go  as  far  as  rape,  though  it  might  work  in  special  cases.  Just  walk  away,  and  she'll  come  around,  if  she 
wants  you.  If  she  doesn't,  keep  looking."  And  with  a  shrug  he  sighed.  “Though  I  don't  know  what  to  look  for.  Ol' 
Fester  once  asked  me  that  question,  and  I  didn't  know  what  to  answer.  Maybe  lookin'  is  more  important  than 
findin'."  He  smiled,  and  he  looked  himself  over,  and  to  the  Freshman's  surprise,  he  laughed  laughed  laughed  at 
himself. 
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(ZdTiere  Q/flu&t  Q&Z  ^iyanUc  Vdoom 

Ay  <^Pi//t/Aa  (^c/meAery 

dZZTiere  mubt  Ae  a  yiyanttc  room 
wAiore 

in  a  /Uace  Aionor 
a  bwn/Ue  vaAe  AwZA 
a  day  Ai/y 

ddTiore  de  fiferocAactylj  meM^di^vd^ 
mad/ocAon^  OM&foa/ofu/^^ 
aa/oj  fiaMeriyor  fuyeon, 
cAiattewCon,  fi/a/A 
bit  on  mafo 

AioAcAimy 

cufiA  warm  wi/A  fea 

Aetween  dear  fuuo&,  c/awb,  Aiooveti,  AumcA 
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<y 

(Dy  he  Grimy  Goar,  a  fearsome  beast, 

Lurks  in  the  woods  and  to  say  the  least. 

He  bothers  the  other  creatures  around  and  about, 

He's  dirty  and  ugly  and  full  of  fleas. 

With  scraggly  hair  and  knobbly  knees. 

He  hoots  and  hollers  and  screams  and  jabbers  and  shouts. 
If  you  ask  him  a  question  he  seldom  answers. 

Because,  as  you  might  suppose,  he's  stupid, 

As  well  as  being  a  neerdowell. 

He's  quite  content  when  things  go  wrong, 

With  others  that  is,  but  not  for  long. 

For  he's  also  a  malcontent,  the  truth  to  tell. 

Now  I  couldn't  think  of  a  more  fitting  fate. 

Than  to  help  to  get  him  a  future  date, 

With  a  creature  I  know  whose  known  as. 

The  Frazzly  Freap. 

She  weaps  and  moans  and  wears  a  frown, 

And  goes  to  bed  in  a  flannel  gown. 

She  kicks  and  bites  and  scratches  in  her  sleep. 

'Twould  be  so  nice  if  the  two  were  wed. 

And  went  to  sleep  in  their  thistle  bed, 

And  took  each  other  for  badder  or  worse, 

And  put  an  end  to  this  wearisome  verse. 
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Lisa  Sullivan 


Geri  S.  Wolf  son 
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John  Bouchard 
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Elizabeth  (Betsy)  Howes 


Nancy  Rowe  Crist 


Andrea  D'Agostino 


Jean  Croll 


Jim  Harter 


Diane  Fowler 


Jefferson  Dale  Parker 


Bob  Bettencourt 
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Arlene  M.  Beck 
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Nanci  Glass 


Henry  Platt 


Todd  H.  Cleary 


Neal  Fowler 


John  Lord 


Evan  Henry 
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<31  finisljeb  up  some  lust  minute  betails,  tljen  gut  mg  Ijat  aub  briefcase  aub 
jumpeb  into  tlje  controlleb  bescent  tube.  31  crosseb  tlje  street  aub  biaiteb  iu  line 
at  tlje  (Bobernmerti  Center  270  to  3b0  begree  catapult.  J8 >oon  31  bias  iu  tlje  air 
aub  flgiug  ober  tJtfe  Cljarles  into  Cambribge.  ©ur  missile  laubeb  at  ^Sarbarb 
Cube  aub  from  tljere  31  took  tlje  <d3ttass  <Abe.  mobile  sibebialk  ontbounb.  <31 
stoppeb  at  tlje  liquor  store  for  a  quart  of  ^pace  J§eer,  tljen  bient  Ijome  oulg  to 
fiub  out  tljat  tb|e  bureau  of  raubom  cljance  Ijab  been  bg  again  aub  rebecorateb 
mg  apartment.  “Casteful  .  .  .  ”  3)  tljougljt  to  mgself  as  31  braub  mg  beer. 
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<^PP/ect  mi//  /-ecame  afe  my 
G/Vam  i/a/  a  rcem  e/arnye  /tad  /eyam 
G/////  g//  /aw  /efefc  id  my  feu// 

V//>emeai/  i/ie  /amcicny  afe  i/e  bum 
G cad/  my  eye&  cm  c/i&iam/  $/iove&. 

GZ/nc/  i/rem  my  caiwA  cm  moac/em  fe/aar^ 

(/Z//e  mciAmar^  a//  came  /ccc/  i/e  bame 

G//t\  nai  m/ia/  you  mm  /a/  /am  you  fi/ciy  i/e  yame. 
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dPlll  find  love  Idee  die  lo  ve  od yabt  lobt 
dldll  od find  fiyntwne  in  a  riylteoab  caabe 
Qtdnd  wlo  'b  la  bay  od  won-  l  die  in  my  bleefi 
Qldnd  lot  my  tfiiwit  fily  away 

btamlle  llindly  in  a  cavewn  bo  deefi 
dido  nevew  bee  tie  liylt  ofi  day 
ddlebe  awe  ^ycebtionb  that  od yive  to  tie  wind 
ddley  'll  all  le  awiAabewed  fiow  me  bomeday. 
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Dulunsi  Din 

doopsy  dapsy  dipsy  doopsy  dipesy  dlonsky  dang 
bading  badang  badung  bading  badang  badung  bading 
barinsk  baransk  baroosk  barangst  baring 
brading  bradung  bradang  bradung  badring 
well  merry  Christmas  to  you  brung  badang 
bradinsksy  brangsy  dungsy  dinsy  dang 
sy  dungsy  doo 
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Harold  Sletzingeo 


t.  sun  V 

William  Wallace 
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Beverly  Hand 


Ellen  Kessner 


Laura  Meisler 


Michael  Picard 


A1  Saltiel 
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Sailing  my  ship 
To  the  lake  of  Narcissus 
Catching  the  wind 
that 

makes  the  soul  free 

Rowing  ashore  collective  insecurities 

To  the  one  that  waits  Reminding  me 

softly  of  me 

Dipping  my  oar  to  the 

Rhythmless  Sea  Solitude 
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LIFE  SONG 

Henry  Platt 
Platt  Johnson 

I'll  cry  you  a  song  of  the  night 

with  bells  that  glitter 

and  all  that's  fine  of  gold 

I'll  build  you  a  ship  full  of  light 

To  travel  from  the  heartlands  to  the  heights 

To  dance  upon  a  rainbow,  And  fly  from  the  sun 

Dream  on  the  mountains'  silver  moonlight 

Bringing  a  cup  of  dew  from  the  ocean  to  you. 
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The  wind  has  filled  all  the  sails 

They  bend  to  the  breeze  as  the  new  day  unveils 

The  captain  is  security 

The  first  mate  is  consequence 

The  cook  she  is  fate. 

How  shall  they  band  together 

To  sail  such  a  ship  on  such  a  fateful  trip 

Wandering  in  the  half-light  of  dawn 
The  old  forms  fall  fast  behind  and  are  gone. 
Waiting  for  the  future  to  come 
Waving  good-bye  to  the  past 

Each  memory  you  cherish  could  well  be  your  last. 
Each  passing  moment  comes  again 
In  memories  of  good  times  and  faces  of  friends. 
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Randy  Zasloff 


About  them 
and  of  them 
I've  heard 
nothing  more 
excepting  the 
message  they 
left  on  the 
FLOOR. 
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odi  Ai&  i/ie  benAitive  one  on  ib  Ave  t/ie  few/j 
Syiny  cAaflAy  amony  Ati&  toy&  axyndoniny 
^AdiaX  diadA  od  AeJ  adiaX  dadA  od  do? 

(dd/ynenon  Ao&l  in  a  ma&e,  tandXed  and  onneAj 
odt  wiAA  he  ondy  a  maXten  o^  time 
c^iAA  everyone  Amatol  Ae  \  ondy  fedciny. 

VAddtiny  and fudAiny  li^e  Aidce  Uyme  aided ftidXon 
(Sde'b  c<yayAX  in  a  doyXAbm  o^ bed^ amnXdtiAaXion . 
^AfynaX&ed  emoayA  ti>  inject  everyone  awmnd  Aim 
Cddnd  idiey  and/  nun  i^  Ae  Aeti  tAiem . 

can  Aie  do  AaX  Aeaw  amd  axxdi  anoay 
vaccmX  and  iAie  bea  nadieb  in . 
d/doo  macA  c/ioiee  and  a  Acudc  o^  di&oifiAirie . 
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WAXING  OF  THE  APRIL  MOON 


Moonbeams  of  joy 
Beam  down  on  my  soul 
To  illuminate  from  within. 
Your  source  is  the  source  — 
Your  color  is  the  spark 
Of  understanding. 

Breathing  pines  stand 
Together  in  worship. 

My  soul  and  theirs  one; 

Tree  as  human  — 

Human  as  plant. 

We  live  in  harmony. 

Tree  spirits  dance 
In  time  to  the  moon. 

Nearly  full  now. 

Tree  spirits  dance  — 

I  am  your  shadow 
You  are  my  soul. 

Tathagata  — 

Wind  gusts 
Through  a  pine  grove. 

Henry  Platt 


9ln> 
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Revelations 


“But  it  does  move!" 

—  remark  attributed  to  Galileo  Galilei  immediately  after  he  was  forced  to  recant  his  views  on  the 
motion  of  the  earth  before  the  Inquisition  in  1633. 

Did  anybody  ever  stop  to  think  that  Galileo  wanted  to  be  a  heretic?  I  mean,  did  he  want  his  ideas  to  become 
notorious  by  being  “blasphemy"  so  that  scholars  would  sit  up  and  take  notice?  Galileo,  named  after  the  Sea  of 
Galilee,  could  have  easily  explained  the  earth's  movement  in  relation  to  the  rest  of  the  cosmos  as  a  wonderful  stew  the 
Almighty  God  is  stirring;  instead  he  chose  to  parade  his  mathematical  truths  unclothed  before  the  altar  of  God  for  the 
sole  purpose  of  provoking  an  incident.  He  insisted  that  the  universe  could  exist  without  religion,  without  science, 
without  even  the  planet  earth,  and  that  anyone  could  know  this  without  paying  tribute  to  the  Pope  and  taxes  to  your 
local  clergy.  He  was  right,  and  acting  out  his  vignette  on  the  stage  of  History,  he  suffered  the  tortures  of  the  system, 
and  it  broke  him,  like  Jesus  in  Gethsemane,  like  Cool  Hand  Luke  before  the  Bosses,  yet  he  resurrected  himself  and 
exaonerated  himself  before  a  lively,  appreciative  audience,  we  students  of  the  cosmos. 

Is  Nostroleum  not  unlike  this  self-made  heretic?  Claiming  that  students  need  not  struggle  for  grades  or  fear  the  Job 
Market,  that  they  could  form  a  new  generation  of  free-thinkers  who  would  run  this  world  not  on  an  economic 
standard  but  on  an  artistic  standard!  After  all,  this  fear  of  the  Job  Market  works  like  racism  and  the  elitism  of  art,  as 
tools  in  the  hands  of  power  mechanics  to  tune  up  their  capitalist  engine  and  keep  the  caste  system  going. 

Could  Nostroleum  be  applying  his  makeup  now  for  his  moment  on  the  stage  of  History?  Nostroleum,  a  name  that 
used  to  represent  quality  in  floor  cleansing  products  when  his  grandfather,  Phineas  T.  Nostroleum,  invented  the 
squeeze  mop.  (Financed,  oddly  enough,  by  a  circus-promoting  agency  known  as  Gazotsky  Enterprises,  run  by  Fes¬ 
ter's  uncle  Lester.  Small  world,  or  did  God  just  have  a  small  imagination?) 

From  planting  sidewalks  to  uprooting  plastic  potted  palms  in  Eaton  Lounge,  from  closing  the  elitist  radio  station  to 
opening  jobs  on  campus  for  non-minority  students  who  have  to  pay  their  own  way,  from  starting  a  five-person 
revolutionary  group  to  scaring  the  Student  Senate  into  meeting  twice  a  week,  from  organizing  parties  with  live 
entertainment  aptly  called  “Festers"  to  being  singled  out  by  the  Dean  of  Students  for  social  probation,  from  causing  a 
new  Drama  Center  to  be  built  to  putting  the  revolutionary  torch  to  the  controversial  Student  Union  —  wait  a  minute, 
that  was  never  proven,  though  he  was  implicated.  His  rapid-fire  vignettes  on  the  stage  of  History  could  only  be  kept 
track  of  like  baseball  scores  on  the  backs  of  bubble-gum  cards. 

Blatant,  he  was,  wearing  a  costume  for  every  occasion  (even  nude,  he  was  in  costume).  For  the  TV  cameras  he'd 
wear  his  traditional  swashbuckle  outfit,  sometimes  with  epee  in  hand.  To  his  Fiction  Writing  class  he'd  wear  khaki 
shirts  and  a  pith  helmet.  Work  shirts  and  coveralls  for  his  Socialism  class,  and  a  dark  Parid-in-the-Thirties  style 
pin-stripe  suit,  fedora  and  monocle,  for  his  Nietzsche  class.  On  the  rugby  field  he'd  sport  crimson  leotards,  prison 
shirt  and  an  old  Brooklyn  Dodgers  baseball  cap.  And  in  the  Carmichael  dishroom  at  breakfast  (where  he  washed  his 
way  through  college)  he'd  look  so  cheerful  in  his  formal  dinner  jacket  with  a  ruffled  shirt,  black  tie,  and  an  apron  as  a 
cumberband.  “But  underneath,"  his  lover  the  Artist  once  remarked,  “he  wears  the  same  sky-blue  Fruit  of  the  Loom  as 
the  Dean  of  Students." 

The  same,  you  remember,  that  was  so  indecently  exposed  to  TV  cameras  when  Nostroleum  slashed  with  his  epee 
and  vowed  to  puncture  the  bubble  next  to  the  Arena  Theater. 

“He's  Machiavellian.  He's  self-centered,  and  he's  threatening  the  well-being  of  this  peaceful  community!"  The 
Dean  of  Students  sure  was  hot  and  bothered  the  day  before  Nostroleum's  guerrilla  theater  that  drew  a  crowd  of  two 
thousand  and  ended  with  a  collapsed  mountain  of  canvas  and  a  promise  from  President  Gazotsky  to  build  a  new 
Drama  Center. 

A  promise  like  that  coming  from  the  man  who  short-changed  the  Israelis,  sipped  tea  with  Idi  Amin,  played  croquet 
with  Allende  and  helped  to  load  Castro's  cigar?  Who  was  about  to  negotiate  with  IGM  Corporation  plans  to  merge 
with  ITT  Tech?  Wasn't  this  promise  of  his,  especially  when  he  said  "Art  should  never  try  to  be  popular  or  to  appeal  to 
everyone.  It's  up  to  the  public  to  try  to  make  itself  artistic;"  wasn't  that  a  bit  out  of  character?  Instead  of  watching  the 
trail  for  signs  of  Nostroleum,  shouldn't  we  be  searching  the  sky  for  Predators  like  the  unpredictable  Fester  P. 
Gazotsky? 
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“It's  not  working,"  said  Nostroleum  to  the  Freshman  as  they  crossed  Boston  Avenue.  Medford  Hillside  lay  belching 
and  sipping  Alka-Seltzer  in  the  mud-splashed  sunlight  of  the  last  Sunday  in  March.  Grey  snow  everywhere  melting 
and  depositing  a  rich  carpet  of  city  slime  garnished  with  dog  shit.  They  were  going  into  Jay's  Deli  for  the  ritualistic 
Sunday  afternoon  breakfast  special  (eggs  bacon  toast  &  coffee  $1.05  plus  tax).  If  you're  at  Jay  s  on  Sunday  afternoon 
and  you're  a  breakfast  special  junkie,  you  probably  spent  Saturday  night  sloshing  yeast  excrement  and  chasing 
Freshwomen  soggy  from  Sangria,  bumping  till  your  hips  are  bruised,  smoking  pot  to  obscure  your  memory  of  it;  and 
obviously  you  went  unlaid  (cause  otherwise  you'd  be  having  breakfast  in  bed),  and  you  stumble  hiccupping  into 
Jay's  Deli  where  Jay  stands  in  eternity  holding  his  dishrag  and  puffing  Tarrytons  and  wearing  that  forty  years  behind 
the  counter  grin  on  his  face,  that  famous  "How  ya  doin'  buddy,  what'll  it  be?"  And  you  say  Is  it  too  late  for  a 
special?"  and  he  says  "For  you,  buddy,  it's  never  too  late."  How  eloquent  and  original!  He'll  say  it  for  anyone  who 
asks. 

Nostroleum  picked  up  the  Sunday  Globe,  turned  to  "Doonesbury"  and  saw  a  cartoon  about  a  Nostroleum-looking 
radical  trying  to  organize  a  media  escapade  calling  for  an  end  to  the  campus  beautification  program  that  is  tearing  up 
trees  and  shrubbery  and  planting  sidewalks  and  manicured  lawns.  Nostroleum's  lookalike  is  called  "Noah  Bannwart" 
and  he  has  built  a  large  garden  in  a  very  Tufts  looking  rocky  field  (behind  Haskell  Hall),  and  he  has  planted  the  refuse 
of  several  uprooted  azaleas  and  a  few  twigs  labeled  to  be  extinct  trees,  and  he  and  some  friends  were  coaxing  small 
animals,  squirrels,  sparrows,  ladybugs,  etc.  to  march  in  pairs  in  a  line  through  a  parking  lot  filled  with  newspeople 
and  TV  crews  and  under  a  sign  that  says  "Noah's  Natural  Wilderness." 
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“What's  not  working?"  asked  the  Freshman  as  they  chose  two  stools  nearest  the  Coke  machine. 

"Even  Doonesbury's  comedy  isn't  working."  Nostroleum  threw  the  paper  aside  and  lit  a  cigarette. 

"Whattaya  say,  Toots  baby?"  Jay  was  smiling  too  much,  deviating  slightly  from  his  routine,  and  it  bothered  Nos¬ 
troleum. 

"Notin',  Jay.  Gimme  a  special." 

"Sure  thing,  buddy,"  and  his  smile  dropped  like  it  had  been  spatula'd  off  the  grill  sunnyside  up  and  turned  over  to 
be  covered  in  grease.  He  drummed  his  fingers  on  the  counter,  then  went  off  to  make  the  special.  The  radio  filled  the 
slience. 

"Good  jazz  music  on  the  campus  radio  now  that  the  elite  have  been  driven  out,"  said  the  Freshman. 

"Yeh,  that's  all  they  ever  play,  that  and  disco." 

"What's  up,  P.T.?  What's  not  working?" 

"Jazz  music.  Remember  how  good  it  was  when  it  was  so  different?  Now  it  all  sounds  the  same.  It's  not  working 
because  it  never  changes.;  People  always  try  to  find  a  formula  for  something  better  in  their  lives,  and  then  the 
formula  is  used  over  and  over  until  it's  not  working  and  you  need  something  new." 

"Why're  you  so  down?  You  are  what's  new  at  Tufts.  People  listen  to  you." 

"It's  not  important  what  I  say,  they  know  that.  It's  what  I  don't  say,  and  how  many  times  I  don't  say  it.  You  know 
how  much  trouble  I'm  in?"  The  Freshman  had  never  seen  Nostroleum  so  white,  looking  so  undernourished.  "And 
I'm  not  talkin'  about  that  Frustrated  Pre-Med  idiot  who  came  after  me  with  a  butcher's  knife  cause  he's  in  love  with 
my  Artist." 

"Haw!  That  was  too  much!  You  with  that  sword  cutting  off  the  Dean's  cheeseburger  cufflinks,  and  he's  crawling  on 
all  fours  searching  the  rubble,  and  that  maniac  screaming  at  you  — " 

"You  don't  see  why  I'm  doing  all  this?" 

"Huh?" 

"You  don't  see  the  resemblance  between  me  and  Gazotsky?" 

"What  am  I  supposed  to  see?" 

"Never  mind."  He  paused  in  a  heavy  despondence.  "Did  you  ever  read  Dunwich  Horror,  a  story  by  H.P.  Lovec- 
raft?  It  reminds  me  of  a  recurring  dream  I've  had  all  my  life.  I  start  out  somewhere,  in  a  comfortable  womb-like 
darkness  immersed  in  warm  honey.  And  I  begin  to  feel  something  threatening,  at  first  it's  like  a  wasp  in  your  room 
somewhere  when  you're  trying  to  sleep.  Then  it  grows  larger,  everything  begins  to  throb,  stabbing  pains  like  light- 
beams,  and  I  get  to  feeling  there's  a  whole  invasion  of  wasps.  But  really  I'm  in  this  moving  darkness,  and  I  feel  the 
walls  close  in,  and  I  have  to  fight  to  keep  from  being  pushed  out,  and  I  see  the  more  I  fight  the  more  I  get  pushed,  I 
get  frantic,  thrash  about  till  my  arms  and  legs  are  almost  screwed  off.  I'm  being  pushed  out,  even  if  I  stand  still,  and 
it's  a  climbing  creep-down-your-spine  horrow,  slowly  being  sucked  into  a  huge  vacuum  cleaner,  and  I'm  dragged 
into  the  light  and  see  for  the  first  time,  But  I  can't  scream  and  I  want  to  badly,  until  WHACK!  and  I  jump  out  of  bed, 
the  sound  like  a  bowling  alley  ringing  in  my  ears,  and  I  shiver  and  curl  up  under  the  covers,  not  wanting  to  lose  that 
feeling  of  darkness  and  soundlessness." 

The  Freshman  gulped  loudly,  fidgetted  and  coughed.  "Heavy,"  he  finally  croaked  out. 

"A  good  story?  Actually  nothing  like  Lovecraft's  story,"  he  laughed.  "But  I  feel  that  horror  now.  I'm  no  longer  in 
control.  I'm  being  manipulated  eyn  while  I  manipulate." 

"But  you've  started  the  wheels  in  motion!  Friday  is  the  opening  ceremony  for  the  Student  Union  with  the  IGM-1000 
computer  demonstration,  with  top  brass  from  IGM,  the  CIA,  the  Pentagon.  And  the  entire  student  body  staging  a  live 
concert  in  protest  — " 

"And  I'm  skipping  town.  Do  you  realize  how  important  that  machine  is?  Did  you  also  know  that  it  is  wired  with  a 
thousand  pounds  of  TNT  connected  to  an  autodestruct  program  in  case  anyone  tries  to  tamper  with  it?  I  know  what's 
gonna  happen  and  I'm  gonna  split." 

"Wait  a  minute,"  the  Freshman  suddenly  got  bold.  "You're  not  gonna  walk  out  on  us!  But  how  do  you  know 
something's  gonna  happen?" 

"Secret.  You'll  know  soon  enough.  The  last  time  I  told  anyone  a  secret  I  told  the  Writer  something  about  my  sex 
life.  He  went  ahead  and  coaxed  my  Artist  into  bed,  and  I  wouldn't  call  that  spontaneous  journalism.  And  on  Jack 
Kerouac's  birthday,  even!" 

Trumpets  herald  the  triumphant  arrival  of  this  fine  Spring  morning  brought  down  from  the  North  Country  on  the 
backs  of  Hannibal's  elephants.  Robins  chirping  to  the  sweet  sulky  rhythmn  of  Pan's  flute,  leaves  rustling  and  wind 
stroking  to  the  baton  of  Stravinsky,  the  earth  a  mix  of  mud  and  green  from  the  easel  of  Van  Gogh,  the  warm  wet 
breeze  a  sweet  sensual  whiff  of  Cupid's  diapers.  Students  all  over  campus  woke  early  on  this  day  to  stumble  outside 
and  drink  the  apricot  sunrise,  feel  the  nvael  orange  sun  soak  through  your  stiff  body,  tickling  minnows  running 
through  your  blood  stream.  You  get  horny  whether  you  want  to  or  not,  whether  you're  gay  or  straight,  and  you  piss 
an  awful  lot,  on  a  day  like  today.  (Ah,  to  live  in  a  dorm  with  co-ed  bathrooms!) 

Perhaps  the  cleanest  fun  students  ever  have  is  to  take  co-ed  showers.  Nostroleum  accompanied  three  young  girls 
into  a  Carmichael  shower  and  stayed  three  hours.  The  Musician  coaxed  the  timid  Freshman  into  a  bubble-bath  at  the 
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"Colledge  Without."  I  got  lucky  with  the  Artist  again,  spending  a  warm  sunrise  wallowing  in  mud  pools  near  Walden 
Pond.  My  friend  the  Political  Activist  had  the  worst  luck,  he's  always  striving  for  perfection.  He  had  cornered  four 
beauties  from  Stratton  and  smeared  their  novice  bathroom  with  Mazzola  Margarine  and  ended  up  flat  on  his  back 
with  a  broken  leg. 

The  Frustrated  Pre-Med  stayed  funky  and  didn't  bathe  at  all.  His  is  a  sorrowful  tale  of  being  slapped  by  429 
rejection  letters  from  Med  Schools.  Perhaps  he  never  got  used  to  the  slap  from  the  very  beginning. 

There  are  times,  however,  when  the  saddest  of  creatures  have  the  last  laugh.  This,  Friday  April  First,  1977  was  such 
a  day. 

Everyone  walked  confidently  into  the  sunshine  today  as  if  they  were  ready  for  Candid  Camera.  Jokes  were  scrib¬ 
bled  everywhere,  and  someone  had  spray-painted  this  message  on  the  Library  wall,  "Moderation  is  a  vice  of  the 
bourgeois!"  The  Gravity  Stone  had  been  moved  again,  and  turned  upside-down  in  front  of  the  new  Student  Union. 
The  opening  celebration  was  scheduled  for  the  afternoon,  and  Secret  Service  agents  mingled  with  IGM  brass  and  the 
newsmedia,  while  from  the  roof  of  Anderson  Hall,  in  a  very  inaccessible  place  in  full  view  of  the  entire  campus,  a 
sign  taunted  them  with  "Welcome  Bloodsuckers!" 

The  biggest  joke  was  on  the  newsmedia,  who  thought  the  real  story  lay  in  the  midst  of  the  sluggish  group  of  8:30 
party-goers  setting  up  to  attrack  early  morning  class-goers  to  the  Student  Strike.  Jokes  would  pike  on  top  of  jokes  all 
day,  and  the  newsmedia  would  be  one  step  behind.  Millions  of  Defense  dollars  would  be  spent  today.  President 
Carter  would  choke  on  his  brother  Billy's  beer  at  the  garage  in  Plains  and  would  have  to  terminate  his  vacation,  Cuba 
would  send  troops  to  Uganda,  and  the  Soviets  would  declare  Eastern  Europe  to  be  "free  of  their  domination." 

But  the  subtlest  joke  slipped  by  unnoticed  for  several  days,  except  by  our  friend  from  the  New  Republic  in  the  Dick 
Tracy  costume.  The  Tufts  Sightseer  traditionally  printed  a  gag  issue  on  April  First,  but  the  front  page  pictures  and 
article  was  no  gag.  One  picture  was  old,  of  a  married  couple  with  their  dogs  posing  in  a  gazebo,  and  the  caption  read 
"Dr.  &  Mrs.  Fester  P.  Gazotsky  and  their  dogs,  Phineas  and  Taylor."  The  headline  said  "Nostroleum's  Momma  and 
Papa?",  and  a  circle  around  Fester's  head  pointed  out  the  resemblance  to  a  recent  photo  of  Pavlov  Toots  Nostroleum. 
How  close  were  they  to  the  truth? 

The  Frustrated  Pre-Med  didn't  care.  He's  the  one  who  stole  the  picture  from  the  President's  home  and  wrote  the 
article,  and  he  was  enjoying  his  last  laugh. 

It  happened  as  Goddard  Chapel  bells  tolled  noon.  Twelve  tolls,  and  then  a  long  impressive  silence  prevailed  over 
the  main  campus  choked  with  thousands  of  people,  the  sound  emptying  like  a  bay  before  a  tidal  wave.  Then  God 
clapped  His  Hands.  The  Almighty  Roar  receded  for  a  moment,  then  a  silent,  interminable  second  hovered  like  a 
hallucination,  and  gave  way  to  the  slow  rumble  of  God's  Rocking  Chair.  The  new  Student  Union  Building  with  the 
IGM-1000  on  display  broke  into  a  million  jig-saw  puzzle  pieces  and  dissolved  into  rubble. 

As  Fate  and  this  writer  would  have  it,  no  bodies  were  found  in  the  wreckage,  nor  was  anyone  hurt,  physically,  for 
this  is  not  a  gory  tale. 

Dazed  by  the  blast,  people  as  far  away  as  the  "Colledge  Without"  shuffled  aimlessly  in  the  warm  April  afternoon, 
mumbling  incoherently  and  continuing  with  the  party.  The  band  played  Grateful  Dead  tunes  for  a  nostalgic  twist  of 
acid  peel,  some  dogs  poked  in  the  debris,  and  the  newsmedia  departed  like  relatives  from  a  wake. 
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The  I  Ching,  otherwise  known  as  the  Chinese  Book 
of  Changes,  has  been  around  for  centuries  more  than 
many  of  the  established  traditions  of  Western  culture. 
It  is  essentially  a  collection  of  oracles  the  wisdom  of 
which  originates  in  the  depths  of  human  experience. 
Each  oracle,  known  as  a  hexagram,  reflects  the  situa¬ 
tion  of  one's  universe  at  the  time  of  its  reading.  As 
such,  it's  emphasis  comes  from  a  tradition  of  Chinese 
thought  that  is  not  interested  in  the  casual  sequence  of 
events  leading  to  this  or  that  particular  event,  but  in 
the  present  constellation  of  situations  which  distin¬ 
guishes  this  moment  from  all  others.  It  is  always  im¬ 
portant  to  remember  that  the  presence  of  an  infinitude 
of  possibilities  rests  with  the  present  moment,  for  it  is 
this  potential  for  fulfillment  that  provides  the  possibil¬ 
ity  of  change. 

With  this  kind  of  thinking  in  mind,  I  thought  it 
might  be  refreshing  to  view  the  present  situation 
through  the  lens  of  this  remarkable  book.  What  it  of¬ 
fers  is  both  suggestive  and  elusive,  two  characteristics 
of  a  symbolic  world  that  is  particularly  appropriate  to 
our  lives  right  now.  What  we  find  when  turning  to 
hexagram  #58,  Tui,  which  characterizes  the  situation 
with  the  image  of  a  smiling  lake  and  the  attribute  of 
joyousness,  is  a  situation  demanding  a  strong  yet 
humble  heart.  "True  joy,  therefore,  rests  on  firmness 
and  strength  within,  manifesting  itself  outwardly  as 
yielding  and  gentle."  We  are  reminded  that  "Truth 
and  strength  must  dwell  in  the  heart,  while  gentleness 
reveals  itself  in  social  intercourse.  In  this  way  one  as¬ 
sumes  the  right  attitude  toward  God  and  man  and 
achieves  something."  These  words  are  sage  advice  to 
those  of  us  with  pretensions  toward  great  ac¬ 
complishment  and  success.  What  we  become  in  this 
demanding  world  has  and  will  always  ultimately  de¬ 
pend  on  our  capacities  for  humility  and  honesty.  This 
observation  is  strengthened  by  a  complementary  re¬ 
cognition  that  "under  certain  conditions,  intimidation 
without  gentleness  may  achieve  something  momentar¬ 
ily,  but  not  for  all  time." 

What  we  are  given  is  a  suggestion  that  such  an  ap¬ 
proach  to  the  present  and  what  follows  from  it  will 
bring  with  it  a  lasting  and  joyous  success.  It  is  to  be 


sure,  a  condition  of  the  inner  man  which  will  spread 
joy  about.  For  "the  joyous  mood  is  infectious  and 
therefore  brings  success."  If  we  value  these  words  as 
we  venture  forth  into  an  uncertain  world,  we  will  see 
the  importance  of  striking  a  balance  between  a  poten¬ 
tially  turbulent  outer  world  with  the  strong  inner 
world  of  the  heart.  It  is  here  that  we  shall  find  the 
self-confidence  appropriate  to  challenge.  "A  quiet, 
wordless,  self-contained  joy,  desiring  nothing  from 
without  .  .  .  remaining  free  of  all  egoistic  likes  and 
dislikes.  In  this  freedom  lies  good  fortune,  because  it 
harbors  the  quiet  security  of  a  heart  fortified  within 
itself." 

Yet  such  a  message  is  incomplete  in  the  context  of 
our  worlds,  for  the  call  to  action  is  often  paramount. 
Many  of  us  regard  the  pursuit  of  life's  knowledge  as 
ongoing  and  hopefully  exciting,  yet  have  difficulty 
without  the  perspective  provided  by  the  institutions  of 
knowledge.  Thus  we  may  know  that  "Knowledge 
should  be  a  refreshing  and  vitalizing  force,"  yet  may 
sit  puzzled  as  to  how  that  might  be."  It  becomes  so 
only  through  stimulating  intercourse  with  congenial 
friends  with  whom  one  holds  discussion  and  practices 
application  of  the  truths  of  life.  In  this  way  learning 
becomes  many  sided  and  takes  on  a  cheerful  light¬ 
ness." 

As  we  proceed  to  new  places,  new  people,  new  sen¬ 
timents,  we  would  only  do  ourselves  justice  by  re¬ 
sponding  to  the  joy  of  such  occasion.  Yet  I  should  not 
be  so  callous  as  to  pretend  that  my  cheeks  as  I  think  of 
and  fell  the  people  who  have  given  me  life.  To  be  sure, 
there  is  something  very  profound  in  the  act  of  crying, 
yet  only  when  we  are  humble  enough  to  respond  to 
such  impulse.  As  to  questions  of  purpose  and  direc¬ 
tion.  Faith  in  the  intuitive  wisdom  of  the  heart  will 
guide  us  to  answers  realized  only  when  their  time  has 
come.  Listening  to  this  wisdom  and  crying  when  the 
time  is  right  seems  to  be  the  problem. 

If  the  previous  words  leave  you  still  puzzled  as  to 
their  relevance  to  the  technical  problems  of  life,  think 
some  more  until  such  relevance  has  permeated  the 
heart.  Then  it  shall  be  true. 
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But  who  did  it?  The  blast  must  have  been  preprogrammed  by  someone  who  knew  assembly  language.  A  list  of 
students  who  might  have  had  the  ability  to  program  it  was  furnished  by  the  Dean  of  Students,  but  it  proved  to  be 
futile.  All  the  people  in  the  list,  by  some  unexplained  coincidence,  turned  out  to  be  novice  CIA  agents  in  the  Fletcher 
School. 

Nostroleum  announced  to  the  newsmedia  the  following  day  that  he  had  poked  through  the  wreckage  and  had 
found  a  medical  school  rejection  letter,  addressed  to  the  Frustrated  Pre-Med  student  (who  had  vanished  since  the 
incident).  But  the  absense  of  a  corpse  and  his  inexperience  with  computers  suggested  that  the  evidence  was  planted. 
The  FBI  Report  decided  that  the  computer  malfunctioned. 

But  rumors  spread  thicker  than  the  Russian  dressing  on  a  Royal  Whooper. 

Rumors  that  Nostroleum  knew  who  was  behind  this,  if  not  himself. 

Nostroleum's  alibi  was  infallible.  Upon  leaving  the  Carmichael  shower  he  and  his  shower-mates  streaked  the  Quad 
and  danced  like  nymphs  around  a  satyr  for  the  early-morning  crowd  in  front  of  Ballou,  and  he  immediately  afterward 
fell  prey  to  “walking  pneumonia"  and  was  in  an  Infirmiry  bed  at  noon  when  Humpty  Dumpty  blew  sky-high.  Still, 
the  media  hounded  him. 

The  media  had  a  better  way  of  getting  information  than  mine,  so  I'm  writing  this  with  a  pile  of  journalism  on  my 
desk.  For  some  reason  Nostroleum's  closest  friends  felt  a  duty  to  respond  to  media  questions,  but  not  to  mine.  Maybe 
they  didn't  like  my  questions,  like  why  did  he  weare  blue  jeans  on  "Wear  Blue  Jeans  if  You're  Gay  Day,"  or  why  he 
bowed  out  before  the  Grand  Finale.  Maybe  they  found  my  writing  a  book  about  his  distasteful,  as  if  I  were  writing 
one  about  Gary  Gilmore. 

The  media  asked  but  one  question.  "Who  the  hell  is  Nostroleum?" 

"He  knows  all  there  is  to  know  about  it,  he  was  the  Manson  behind  it,"  said  my  one-time  friend  the  Political 
Activist,  who,  like  St.  Peter,  tried  three  times  to  stop  chewing  on  his  foot. 

"He  played  Frank  Zappa  music  with  our  lives,"  giggled  the  Musician. 

"He  was  Art,  Itself.  He  was  Jesus  Christ  playing  the  role  of  Judas  Iscariot.  He  was  a  Zen  riddle  riding  the  crest  of 
fame  and  fortune,  he  was  a  whiff  of  gunpowder  that  backfired  from  your  gun!"  Now  let's  not  get  too  heavy,  Mr. 
Freshman. 

I  wasn't  quoted,  my  answer  to  the  newsmedia  was  too  profound  and  could  only  be  quoted  in  a  modern  fable  such 
as  this.  My  answer  was:  "I  created  him." 

But  the  favored  quote  of  them  all  came  softly  from  the  lovely  lips  of  Nostroleum's  lover,  the  Artist:  "He's  mad, 
bad,  and  dangerous  to  know!" 

The  President  of  Tufts  University,  Dr.  Fester  P.  Gazotsky,  could  not  be  reached  for  comment.  He  had  vanished 
since  noon  on  that  fateful  day.  Rumors  have  him  in  Uganda  as  Idi  Amin's  Foreign  Policy  Advisor,  in  "free"  Eastern 
Europe  opening  Royal  Burgers  franchises,  in  L.A.  negotiating  to  buy  San  Clemente,  as  next  week's  scheduled  guest 
host  on  the  Tonight  Show,  and  on  a  goose  farm  in  Maine  ghost  writing  the  Tufts  Yearbook.  For  the  record,  he  left  his 
resignation  stuck  with  Nostroleum's  epee  to  the  lapel  of  the  Dean  of  Students,  who  was  subsequently  fired  by  the 
Chairman  of  the  Board.  Kurt  Vonnegut  would  say  "So  it  goes  .  .  ."  but  I  say  "What  next?" 

Two  persistent  rumors  buzz  like  trapped  flies  in  the  sun-baked  car  parked  illegally  in  the  fire  lane  next  to  bumt-out 
Barnum.  These  two  rumors  have  survived  Walter  Cronkite's  deadpan  criticisms  and  Barbara  Walters'  provocative  lisp. 
They  will  constantly  remind  the  students  that  Good  can  triumph  over  Evil  even  at  Tiny  T.U.,  just  as  Jumbo  the 
elephant  will  always  remind  the  students  of  P.T.  Bamum's  Somerville  Swindle  and  laughing  gas. 

The  one  rumor  was  the  Dr.  Fester  P.  Gazotsky  was  a  counterspy  infiltrating  the  CIA's  secret  base  of  operations  in 
the  Fletcher  School,  and  that  he  programmed  the  blast  himself.  The  rumor  unfortunately  doesn't  say  whose  side  he 
was  on,  or  for  that  matter,  how  many  sides  there  were. 

The  other  rumor  was  the  P.T.  Nostroleum  was  Fester  P.  Gazotsky's  illegitimate  son.  If  so,  then  like  father,  like  son: 
Nostroleum  transfered  out  and  entered  the  Wharton  School  of  Business,  where  he  met  and  married  the  heir  to  a  pickle 
fortune,  and  discovered  57  varieties  of  heartburn. 

But  Fester  P.  Gazotsky  today  remains  an  enigma.  The  old  fart. 

We've  come  to  the  end  of  our  modem  fable,  Limping  Crowe,  my  dear  editor,  you've  been  perched  on  my  shoulder 
like  Nietzsche's  Dwarf  all  night  and  into  the  wee  hours,  and  now  the  smoke  curdles  our  minds  and  Bacchus,  god  of 
the  eternal  grape,  has  failed  us,  yet  sweetened  us.  But  a  fable,  modern  or  otherwise,  must  prove  its  own  point.  We 
need  to  come  up  with  a  moral. 

May  I  quote  Nostroleum?  "I  came  here  for  an  education."  Does  that  sum  it  up?  Or  is  the  Freshman  a  clue  here?  Is 
this  story  meant  to  describe  the  perfect  relationship  a  tone-deaf  intellectual  debutante  has  with  an  accomplished 
Musician?  Is  this  story  meant  to  show  the  futility  of  Liberal  Arts  Activism?  Is  this  story  meant  to  ruin  my  health  by 
making  me  smoke  Winstons? 

I  almost  finished  his  story,  but  the  ending  got  away  under  the  cover  of  complexity,  and  I  lost  the  beginning 
somewhere  in  the  basement  of  25  Whitfield  Rd.  Nostroleum's  rise  to  fame  and  fortune  in  the  pickle  industry  and  the 
U.S.  Presidency  is  a  story  I'd  give  to  Art  Buchwald,  if  he'd  pay  me  the  equivalent  of  one  semester's  tuition  at  Tufts 
University. 
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As  for  Fester  P.  Gazotsky,  I  hope  he  chokes  on  a  Havanna  cigar  in  Uganda,  or  croaks  on  a  cheeseburger  in  Eastern 
Europe,  or  walls  himself  up  in  San  Clemente  and  rots,  or  is  hexed  by  Orson  Welles  and  mispronounced  by  Ed 
McMahon,  or  reveals  himself  as  the  ghost  behind  all  this  madness. 

Just  as  he  appeared  unexpectedly  in  last  year's  Tufts  Yearbook,  he  dashed  his  way  across  the  pages  of  this  modern 
fable,  leaving  behind  an  enigmatic  legacy  of  perplexed  writers  and  tired  imaginations.  Now  we  are  through  with  him, 
maybe?  Can  we  clean  up  this  old  graffiti  and  start  fresh? 

I  have  one  last  thing  to  say  to  you  Seniors:  this  story  ends  where  you  life  begins. 

And  now,  for  you  Freshmen.  Did  you  come  here  for  an  education?  Make  sure  you  have  your  order  ready,  and  count 
your  change.  Please  put  your  trash  in  the  provided  receptacles,  and  above  all,  Have  it  Your  Way! 
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#  13  — 

<31  lookeb  in  tlj e  refrigerator  to  see  brljat  bras  for  breakfast.  (Crackers  anb 
celerg  taste  goob  brtjen  gon  Ijaben’t  eaten,  but  tlje  mnstarb  bras  crackeb  anb 
orange.  (31  carrteb  mg  bicgcle  ont  anb  bobrn  tl|e  steps.  JV  cat  passeb  me  on  tps 
brag  to  brork  at  j^tebe’s  Pet  ji»tnre,  all  kinbs.  (3)  robe  ont  tl|e  street  anb  np  tlje 
Ijill;  a  man  britlj  tljick  glasses  brobe  a  bakerg  trnck  past.  “Peter  anb  <31  brere 
Ijeabeb  tobrarb  eaclj  otljer  so  bre  slobreb  bobrn  anb  ibleb,  “Pntt,  pntt,  l|e  tolb 
me.  “Proom,  broom,”  31  kibbeb  l|tm.  J\.  prettg  girl  bralkeb  past  ns  anb  sl|e 
bins! jeb.  “^ang,  bang.”  Peter  bras  a  stnbent  anb  so  bras  Ijts  frtcnb  Itrljo  bre 
brent  to  bisit.  ”Pes  a  9  on  tlje  breirb  scale,”  Peter  saib  to  me  as  bre  bralkeb 
into  tlje  borm,  ”...  fust  got  in  some  maroon  pot.”  ®tjis  gng  Ijab  a  pictnre 
of  tlje  Rattle  of  (Quebec  on  Ijts  boor.  Peter  explaineb  tljat  l|is  frienb  bras  a 
Ijistorg  major.  piljen  bre  bralkeb  in  Ije  bras  cljnckling  ober  tlje  paper,  shaking  it 
in  front  of  I|is  face. 
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They  went  down  the  icy  steps  into  the  street,  up  the  rest  of  the  long  hill  toward  the  campus. 
Mounds  of  heavy,  bulky  snow  everywhere,  the  Mystic  Lakes  breed  of  winter,  swooping  early  out  of 
the  north;  the  sky  swollen,  portentous,  dumping  huge,  carpetlike  flakes  incessantly,  neutralizing  each 
extreme  of  spectral  color,  sterilizing  shapes,  muting  sounds,  holding  out  against  the  first  torrential 
thaw,  the  first  blinking  of  the  unclothed  sun.  I  am  not  ionized  and  I  possess  not  valence. 


Richard  Farina 

Been  Down  So  Long  It  Looks 

Like  Up  To  Me 

Dell  Publishing  Co.,  Inc. 

1971 
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Priscilla  Bushway 
Bun  Techapaibul 
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Sheree  Rheinhardt 
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Patricia  Biederman 
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Peter  Haas 
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Drew  Jackson 
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Virginia  Russo 
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C.J.  Smith 
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Neysa  Caplan 
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Paula  Belknap 


Maribeth  Martino 


Sarah  Jane  Ramsey 


280 
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Nancy  Higgins 
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M.  Smith 


M.  White 
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B.  Moss 


J.  Jackson 
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R.  Hill 
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M.  Bell 
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J.  Burton 


A.  Brewster 


Willson  Wynne 
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R.  Gray 
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MICHAEL  KENNETH  BURNS 
20  Stanton  Rd. 

Tenafly,  NJ  07670 


MIRZA  H.  AGHA 
36/0  Block  6  PECHS 
Karachi  29  Pakistan 


HENRY  G.  AKIN  A 
1237  Mokulua  Drive 
Kailua,  HI  96734 


JAMES  ALEXANDER 
42  Pitcher  Avenue 
Medford,  MA  02155 


MARK  J.  ALTSCHULER 
817  Avenue  A 
Bayonne,  NJ  07002 


ROBERT  C.  ALTSHULER 
315  East  72  Street 
New  York,  NY  10021 


FRANK  LAWLER  ANDERSON 
15  Butternut  Drive 
Norwich,  CT  06360 

JAMES  HANSON  ANDREWS 
564  Merriman  Road 
Akron,  OH  44303 


DAVID  M.  ANTOS 
282  Tunxis  Road 
West  Hartford,  CT  06107 


DAVID  RICHARD  APLIN 
227  Ridgedale  Road  I 
Ithaca,  NY  14850 


PAUL  G.  ARRAGG 
68  High  Plain  Road 
Andover,  MA  08180 


STEPHEN  M.  ASTULFI 
15  Evelyn  Street 
Burlington,  MA  01803 


PONGATH  ATHKRAVI 
1374  Broadway  #6 
Somerville,  MA  02144 


JOHN  O.  ATWOOD 
94  Beekman  Road 
Summit,  NJ  07901 


ROBERT  A.  AZARDC 
44  Banta  Place 
Bergenfield,  NJ  07621 


GARY  BAILEY 
7609  Decker  Avenue 
Cleveland,  OH  44103 


BRINTON  ERVIN  BAKER 

13  Morris  Road 

Ft.  Washington,  PA  19034 

SETH  A.  BAR  AD 
50  Munroe  Street 
Belmont,  MA  02178 


STEVEN  BENNETT  BARATZ 
24  Pickwick  Road 
Hamden,  CT  06517 

DAVID  PETER  BARRY 
8  Anderson  Road 
Quincy,  MA  02170 


EDWARD  F.  BEAN 
40  Windsor  Road 
Somerville,  MA  02144 


DALE  M.  BEARMAN 
435  Hardee  Road 
Coral  Gables,  FL  33146 


MICHAEL  D.  BEHRENDT 
400  Grosvenor  Road 
Rochester,  NY  14610 


JEFFREY  D.  BELLIN 
131  Applegate  Road 
Cranston,  RI  02920 


JONATHAN  A.  BERG 
50  Tangle  wood  Lane 
Stamford,  CT  06903 


JEFFREY  A.  BERKMAN 
4  Northington  Road 
Brookline,  MA  02146 


ROBERT  R.  BERLUTI 
14  Cobb  Terrace 
Walpole,  MA  02081 


BENJAMIN  BERNSTEIN 
153  South  Main  Street 
Yardley,  PA  19067 


ETHAN  E.  BIXBY 
1217  Riverside  Drive 
Indialantic,  FL  32903 


PETER  BIZINKAUSKAS 
424  North  Cary  Street 
Brockton,  MA  02402 


HOWARD  P.  BLATCHFORD, 
JR. 

16  Chapel  Street 
Gloucester,  MA  01903 


CRAIG  A.  BLOCH 
621  N.  Broad  Street 
Allentown,  PA  18104 


R.  KIRK  BOHIGIAN 
17  Converse  Street 
Worcester,  MA  01605 


JOHN  P.  BOUCHARD 
3  Blockhouse  Road 
Fort  Kent,  ME  04743 


JOHN  R.  BOURGET 
348  North  Steele  Road 
West  Hartford,  CT  06117 


JONATHAN  BOURNE 
5705  Ogden  Road 
Washington,  DC  20016 


JEFFREY  M.  BRAUER 
54  White  Beeches  Drive 
Dumont,  NJ  07628 


STEVEN  J.  BRENNAN 
24  Yarmouth  Road 
Norwood,  MA  02062 


JOEL  R.  BRESLER 

494  Ward  Street 

Newton  Centre,  MA  02159 


ELLIOTT  H.  BROOKS 
3501  Bradley  Lane 
Chevy  Chase,  MD  20015 


GREG  S.  BUCHERT 
1740  Anderson  Ferry 
Cincinnati,  OH  45238 


PETER  BURGESS 
215  Commonwealth  Ave.  Apt. 
12 

Boxton,  MA  02116 


JOHN  A.  BUSCH 
1700  Runter  Ave. 
Bloomington,  IN  47401 


ALBERT  G.  BUTZER  III 
1071  Amherst  Street 
Buffalo,  NY  14216 


STEVEN  D.  BYER 
39  Mountain  Ter.  Road 
West  Hartford,  CT  06107 


MICHAEL  J.  BYKOWSKY 
52  Kathleen  Court 
Wayne,  NJ  07470 


JAMES  O.  CAMPBELL 
1365  N  Elm  Tree  Road 
Lake  Forest,  IL  60045 


JOHN  D.  CAMPBELL 
1615  33rd  St.  NW 
Washington,  DC  20007 


GEORGE  A.  CARMEL 
155  Rock  Creek  Lane 
Scarsdale,  NY  10583 


WILLIAM  A.  CARPENTER 
Box  157 

Dadeville,  AL  36853 


DOUGLAS  H.  CARR 
15  School  Lane 
Huntington,  NY  11743 

ROBERT  J.  CARRADY 
54  Kings  Court 
Santurce,  PR  00911 


POTTER  H.  CARROLL 
10  Wells  Avenue 
Watertown,  MA  02172 


WILLIAM  J.  CASAZZA 
67  Lake  Street 
Arlington,  MA  02174 


ROBERT  A.  CESARI  JR. 
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Winchester,  MA  01890 


GERALD  CHERVINSKY 
190  Hawthorn  Street 
New  Bedford,  MA  02740 


PAUL  F.  CHISHOLM 
15  Hopewell  Road 
Hyde  Park,  MA  02136 


PETER  S.  CIANO 
59  Old  Farm  Road 
Milton,  MA  02186 


BRUCE  A.  CLERKE 
Bay  Shore  Drive 
Plymouth,  MA  02364 


BRUCE  L.  COHEN 
38  Clements  Road 
Newton,  MA  02158 
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IRA  G.  COHEN 
1  Chester  Drive 
Rye,  NY  10580 


ANTHONY  P.  COLES 
45  East  85  Street 
New  York,  NY  10028 


MICHAEL  L.  COLONNA 
800  Highland  Avenue 
Medford,  MA  02155 


KEVIN  B.  CONNELLY 
9  Charron  Street 
Turners  Falls,  MA  01376 


JOHN  EDWARD  CONNOLLY 
21  Ridge  Avenue 
Natick,  MA  01760 


THOMAS  P.  CONNOLLY 
33  Baker  Road 
Everett,  MA  02149 


JOHN  J.  CONNORS 
22  Merganser  Lane 
West  Yarmouth,  MA  02763 


GREGORY  T.  COOLIDGE 
36  Everett  Avenue 
Wilmington,  MA  01887 

STEVEN  A.  CORBEN 
22  Parsons  Drive 
Swampscott,  MA  01907 


RONALD  K.  CORINALDI 
140-27  Alcott  Place 
New  York,  NY  10475 


WILLIAM  J.  COTE 
63  Velma  Avenue 
Pittsfield,  MA  01201 


JOHN  P.  COYLE 
810  High  St.,  Box  423 
Port  Jefferson,  NY  11777 


JONATHAN  P.  CRAMER 
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MARK  D.  CREMIN 
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Somerville,  MA  02145 


PAUL  J.  CROSBY 
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PETER  J.  CURA 
79  Grafton  Street 
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PAUL  S.  DAVIS 
705  Wellesley  Street 
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West  Hartford,  CT  06107 

PHILIP  A.  GAUDREAU 

162  Mitris  Boulevard 
Woonsocket,  RI  02895 

New  York,  NY  10028 


ROSS  L.  DONOLOW 
90  Edgewater  Drive  Apt.  814 
Coral  Gables,  FL  33133 


ALBERTO  L.  DORFZAUN 
P.O.  Box  790 
Cuenca-Ecuador,  S.A. 
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Shillington,  PA  19607 


RICHARD  M.  HUGHES 
702  Georges  Lane 
Ardmore,  PA  19003 


N.  PLATT  JOHNSON 
38  East  70th  Street 
New  York,  NY  10021 


JAMES  F.  HAGNEY 
32  Amherst  Drive 
Massapequa,  NY  11758 


DOUGLAS  R.  HAMILTON 
32  Newell  Lane 
Glastonbury,  CT  06033 


JEFFREY  S.  HAMILTON 
164  Main  Street 
Peapack,  NJ  07977 


PETER  M.  HAAS 

4124  North  Keeler  Avenue 

Chicago,  IL  60641 


DAVID  D.  HAMLAR 
2626  Kenview  Road 
S.  Columbus,  OH  43209 


WILLIAM  C.  HANCOCK 
RD  #1  Harris  Road 
Salem,  NJ  08079 


BRIAN  G.  HANNESSIAN 
7706  Hamilton  Spg.  Road 
Bethesda,  MD  20034 


JOHN  W.  HARRIS 
8425  Navajo  Street 
Philadelphia,  PA  19118 
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DAVID  A.  JOSEPH 
108  Harriet  Avenue 
Shrewsbury,  MA  01545 

GEOFFREY  A.  KAHN 
41  Dayl  Drive 
Kensington,  CT  06037 


THOMAS  S.  KAHN 
27  Willow  Crescent 
Brookline,  MA  02146 


PETER  MICHAEL  KALIL 
9  Laurel  Drive 
Bedford,  NH  03102 


GEORGE  S.  KALOGERAKIS 
145  Central  Park  West 
New  York,  NY  10023 


JOHN  D.  KERESTER 
21  Oriole  Avenue 
Bronxville,  NY  10708 


DAVID  B.  KEWER 
P.O.  Box  274 

Old  Greenwich,  CT  06870 


IAN  G.  KILLIPS 
33  Harbour  Square  Apt.  2421 
Toronto  Ontario,  Canada 


LUDWELL  H.  KIMBROUGH 
6431  Roselawn  Road 
Richmond,  VA  23226 


JEFFREY  B.  KINDLER 
260  Upper  Mtn.  Avenue 
Upper  Montclair,  NJ  07043 


CLIFF  LEIGH  KING 
4  Grey  Lane 
Lynnfield,  MA  01940 


ANDREW  J.  KLEIN 
197  College  Avenue 
Somerville,  MA  02144 


GLEN  A.  KOHL 
8-17  Plymouth  Drive 
Fair  Lawn,  NJ  07410 


ANDREW  H.  KRINSKY 
176  Tudor  Road 
Needham,  MA  02192 


HOWARD  M.  KUNIN 
3200  Park  Ave.  Apt.  9F 
Bridgeport,  CT  06604 


YONG  T.  KWON 
91  Hillsdale  Road 
Medford,  MA  02155 


ANDREW  LACKOFF 
49  Ledgewood  Road 
Manchester,  NH  03104 


ROBERT  BLAIR  LAMARCHE 
78  Clark  Avenue 
Misquamicut,  RI  02891 


CHRISTOPHER  LAWFORD 
1  Sutton  Place  South 
New  York,  NY  10022 


DANIEL  W.  LAWRENCE 
428  Wolcott  Street 
Newton,  MA  02166 


LEON  LEE 
35  Sydney  Street 
Boston,  MA  02125 


roger  g.  McIntosh 

28  Woodside  Road 
Topsfield,  MA  01983 


john  t.  McLaughlin 

22  Tibbetstown  Way 
Charlestown,  MA  02129 


RAYMOND  E.  MORALES 
296  Dakota  San  Gerard 
Rio  Piedras,  PR  00926 


MICHAEL  W.  MOSKOWITZ 
1539  Gregory  Avenue 
Union,  NJ  07083 


WHITTON  E.  NORRIS  III 
15  Beverly  Road 
Bedford,  MA  01730 


PHILIP  P.  NOVO 
45  Farmer  Avenue 
Tewksbury,  MA  08176 


BRUCE  J.  LEEDS 
676  Barnard  Avenue 
Woodmere,  NY  11598 


RICHARD  S.  LEEDS 
2187  Merokee  Place 
Bellmore,  NY  11710 


JOHN  B.  LEM 
14  Parker  Terrace 
Newton,  MA  02159 


KARL  T.  MEEK 
4301  Falls  Park  Road 
Perry  Hall,  .MD  21128 

EDWARD  L.  MERKER 
144  Commonwealth  Avenue 
Boston,  MA  02116 


PHILIP  E.  METZ 
1202  Casilla  Quitto 
Ecuador,  South  America 


FREDERICK  W.  MUELLER 
1263  NE  93rd  Street 
Miami  Shores,  FL  33138 


RICHARD  DONOVAN 
MULROY  II 
84  Royalston  Road 
Wellesley  Hills,  MA  02181 


ROBERT  I.  MEYERS 
205  Debbie  Drive 
Scranton,  PA  18505 


STEPHEN  NORWICKI 
4  Briar  Court 
Binghamton,  NY  13905 


DONALD  J.  OLENICK 
290  West  Jamacia  Avenue 
Valley  Stream,  NY  11580 


WILLIAM  O'REILLY 
93  Central  Street 
Andover,  MA  01910 


JAMES  H.  LERNER 
119  Wayne  Road 
Newton,  MA  02159 


PRESTON  S.  LERNER 
75  Conwell  Avenue 
Somerville,  MA  02144 


TERRENCE  W-.  LEWIS 
143  School  Street 
Marshfield,  MA  02050 


JAMES  D.  LUBIN 
Archer  Road 
Harrison,  NY  10528 


HERLUF  G.  LUND,  JR. 
58  Portland  Drive 
St.  Louis,  MO  63131 


STEPHEN  A.  MACISAAC 
Bear  Hill  Road 
Seekonk,  MA  02771 


MICHAEL  H.  MARDEN 
15  Bush  Street 
Bergenfield,  NJ  07621 


DAVID  K.  MARTIN 
434  Hillview  Dr.  Apt.  303 
Lindhicum,  MD  21090 


RICHARD  R.  OSBORNE 
204  Grandview  Avenue 
Kalamazoo,  MI  49098 


ROGER  L.  PAGE 
79  Saw  Mill  Road 
Cold  Spring  Harbor,  NY  11724 


JOHN  O.  PAGOUNIS 
272  Highland  Avenue 
Somerville,  MA  02143 


PAUL  C.  PALMER 
30  Ginn  Road 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


MICHAEL  S.  PARMACEK 
283  Moraine  Road 
Highland  Park,  IL  60035 


JOHN  D.  PAVAN 
Oakwood  Lane 
Jug  Hollow  Road 
Valley  Forge,  PA  19481 


JOHN  E.  PEARSON 
5  Ridgewood  Road 
Barrington,  RI  02806 


JAMES  Q.  PEEBLES 
116  Michael  Road 
Stamford,  CT  06903 


JOSEPH  G.  MARULLO. 
541  Main  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


RAY  G.  MAZZA 
317  Linden  Street 
Bellmore,  NY  11710 


JAMES  W.  McBRIDE 
79  Laconia  Street 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


MICHAEL  P.  McCARRON 
199  Summer  Avenue 
Reading,  MA  01867 


JOSEPH  A.  McCOURT 
15  Sun  Valley  Drive 
Framingham,  MA  01701 


GEORGE  G.  McGOVERN 
107  Goodman,  S.  HI.  Rd. 
Sudbury,  MA  01776 


PAUL  F.  MICHAELS 
2180  West  Hoyt  Avenue 
St.  Paul,  MN  55108 


MICHAEL  J.  MIXTER 

116  Westmont 

West  Hartford,  CT  06117 


UDAY  MOHAN 
c/0  Mr.  M.  Mohan 
Un.  Dev.  Prog. 

1  UN  Plaza 

New  York,  NY  10017 


DOUGLAS  W. 

MONTGOMERY 
5  Eric  Road  Apt.  26 
Mansfield,  MA  02048 


CEBELLO  M.  MORALES 
330  West  28th  Street 
New  York,  NY  10001 


TIMOTHY  J.  MURPHY 
12  Richard  Avenue 
Cambridge,  MA  02140 


KENT  L.  MURRAY 
421  North  Ithan  Avenue 
Rosemont,  PA  19010 


CHARLES  K.  NEAL 
100  North  Lawn  Avenue 
Elmsford,  NY  10523 


PETER  J.  NELSON 
67  Prescott  Street 
Medfore,  MA  02155 


MICHAEL  E.  NEWMAN 
175  Fisher  Street 
Needham,  MA  02192 


STEPHEN  E.  NOLAN 
65  Monroe  Road 
Quincy,  MA  02169 


MARK  P.  PENBERTHY 
17  Greenleaf  Street 
Rye,  NY  10580 


RONALD  A.  PEPIN 
82  Appleton  Street 
New  Bedford,  MA  02745 


BRADFORD  KIMBALL  PERRY 
120  Maywood  Road 
Darien,  CT  06820 


ROBERT  E.  PETERSON 
100  North  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


CHARLES  K.  PETTIT 
Farrar  Road 
Lincoln,  MA  01773 


MARK  E.  PETTY 
13  Wood  Lane 
Charlottesville,  VI  22901 
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WILLIAM  C.  PEYTON 

205  Great  Neck  Road 

Waterford,  CT  06385 

JEROME  S.  RAVEL 

3405  North  wood  Circle 
Austin,  TX  78703 

ROBERT  G.  PHELAN 

The  Village  Green 

Norfolk,  CT  06058 

NEIL  L.  REDLINE 
Commons  Road 

Rem  sen,  NY  13438 

RICHARD  RUSSELL  PHILLIPS 

3  Walnut  Valley 

Little  Rock,  AR  72205 

WILLIAM  S.  REED 

9307  Daly  Road 

Cincinnati,  OH  45231 

MICHAEL  H.  PICARD 

8  Ocean  Street 

New  Bedford,  MA  02740 

THOMAS  M.  REICHHELD 
7  Adams  Street 

Lexington,  MA  02173 

PEDRO  I.  PICO 

B-l  Palma  Sola 

Bayamon,  PR  00619 

ALEJANDRA  L.  REID 

167  Sharon  Street 

Medford,  MA  02155 

BRYANT  W.  PIERCE 

21  Shore  Drive 

Laconia,  NH  03246 

RANDOLPH  H.  RENZI 

733  Corwin  Road 

Rochester,  NY  14610 

HENRY  N.  PLATT  III 

1708  Penns.  Lane 

Ambler,  PA  19002 

WILLIAM  N.  REZUKE  JR. 
38  Plainfield  Avenue 
Shrewsbury,  MA  01545 

ENOS  ROGERS  PLEASANTS 

167  College  Avenue 

Somerville,  MA  02144 

BRADY  P.  RHODES 

Box  251 

Westfield  Center,  OH  44251 

STEVEN  M.  POMERANTZ 

418  Hidden  River  Road 

Narberth,  PA  19072 

STEVEN  RICCIARDELLO 

11  Earle  Street 

Quincy,  MA  02170 

EDWARD  HERDMAN  PORTER 

907  Heathdale  Lane 

Media,  PA  19063 

JOHN  P.  RICHARDSON 
6005  Independence  Avenue 
New  York,  NY  10471 

STEPHEN  M.  POST 

60  Pleasant  Street  Apt.  401 
Arlington,  MA  02174 

JOSE  P.  RIOS 

612  A  Clarkson  Avenue 
Elizabeth,  NJ  07202 

HAROLD  L.  RAPPAPORT 

1223  Kensington  Road 

Teaneck,  NJ  07666 

PETER  J.  RISHER 

216  Corona  Avenue 

Pelham,  NY  10803 

JAMES  D.  RITCHIE 

Spruce  Knob  Road 

Middletown  Springs,  VT  05757 

CHARLES  ALBERT 
SCHWEFEL 

190  East  72nd  Street 

New  York,  NY  10021 

E.  ARTHUR  ROBINSON,  JR. 

Old  Main  Road,  Box  407 

West  Falmouth,  MA  02574 

GABRIEL  P.  SCIOLLA 

681  Meetinghouse  Road 
Elkins  Park,  PA  19117 

ALVIN  L.  ROBINSON 

16  Chauncey  Street  Apt.  41 
Cambridge,  MA  02138 

DAVID  P.  SEIFER 

3750  Lake  Shore  Drive 
Chicago,  IL  60613 

ROBERTO  H.  RODRIGUEZ 

443  Lewis  Hall 

Tufts  University 

Medford,  MA  02155 

MARTIN  P.  SHEEHAN 

22  Hamilton  Road 

Waltam,  MA  02154 

MYRON  E.  ROGERS 

6  Channing  Place 

Cambridge,  MA  02138 

ROBERT  R.  SHEPARD 
P.O.  Box  451 

Talbotton,  GA  31827 

PAUL  G.  RONCO 

68  Grand  Street 

Reading,  MA  01867 

RICHARD  M.  SHERRY 

423  Darrell  Drive 
Pittsburgh,  PA  15235 

LYNN  T.  ROWE 

12213  Holly  Bank  Drive 

Oxon  Hill,  MD  20022 

FREDERICK  M.  SHORTZ 
157  Lake  Street 

Dallas,  PA  18612 

JONATHAN  E.  RUBINOW 

68  Butternut  Road 

Manchester,  CT  06040 

STEVEN  D.  SILIN 

20  Femcroft  Road 

Newton,  MA  02168 

RALPH  A.  RUNDLE 

45  Beverly  Avenue 

Marblehead,  MA  01945 

PETER  A.  SMALL 

85  Blanchard  Road 

Easton,  CT  06612 

JONATHAN  S.  RUNGE 

901  Main  Street 

Hingham,  MA  02043 

MICHAEL  A.  SMITH 

319  Whitehall  Blvd. 

Garden  City,  NJ  11530 

THOMAS  A.  RUSSO 

450  Brush  Hill  Road 

Milton,  MA  02186 

WALTER  B.  SMITH 

6  Shirley  Avenue 
Goffstown,  NH  03045 

ALBERT  M.  SALTIEL 

119  Park  Place 

Highland  Park,  NJ  08904 

THOMAS  P.  SNOW 

76  Pomeroy  Road 

Madison,  NJ  07940 

DAVID  P.  SATLOFF 

19  Ray  Street 

Providence,  RI  02906 

JAMES  F.  SOLOMAN 

17  Nimrod  Drive 

Concord,  MA  01742 

FARSHAD  SAYAN 

P.O.  Box  608 

Teheran,  Iran 

PAUL  J.  SORGI 

5  Augusta  Road 

Milton,  MA  02186 

GINO  A.  SCARAMUZZO 

128  Bowdoin  Street 

Medford,  MA  02155 

OLIVER  SPALDING 

Box  733 

Ganselt  Road 

Woodshole,  MA 

WILLIAM  S.  SCHACTER 

61  Pearson  Road 

Somerville,  MA  02144 

JOHN  Q.  SPRAQUE 

2090  Palmas 

Mexico  10  of  Mexico 

SAMUEL  ABRAM  SCHNEIDER 

Box  53 

Ledyard,  CT  06339 

ALAN  IRA  STEARNS 

1564  Commonwealth  Ave. 
Newton,  MA  02165 

MARK  STEVEN  SCHUSTER 

79  Audobon  Drive 

Chestnut  Hill,  MA  02167 

FREDRIC  A.  STERN 

280  DeMott  Ave. 

Rockville  Centre,  NY  11570 

EVAN  DOUGLAS  SCHWARTZ 

3  Crestwood  Road 

Westport,  CT  06880 

ROBERT  A.  STERNIN 

5  Hawke  Lane 

Rockville  Centre,  NY  11570 

DAVID  W.  STEWART 
1345  Smith  Road 
Hamilton,  OH  45013 


PHILIP  D.  STEWART 
473  Cabot  Street 
Beverly,  MA  02195 


WILLIAM  THOMPSON 
STRATER 
Box  877 

Ogunquit,  ME  03907 

DAVID  M.  STRUMPF 
140  Montclair  Drive 
West  Hartford,  CT  06107 


LORIS  M.  SUICHMEZIAN 
39  Hillside  Road 
Watertown,  MA  02172 


EDWIN  A.  SURABIAN 
26  General  Avenue 
Shrewsbury,  MA  01545 


HERBERT  K.  SWAN 
12  Ocean  Club  Villas 
Hilton  Head  Island,  SC  29928 


MICHAEL  G.  SWITZER 
23  Braebum  Drive 
St.  Louis,  MO  63124 


RICHARD  L.  TANEY 
Apartado  40063 
Caracas  104,  Venezuela 


MICHAEL  R.  TAPSCOTT 
5457  Nevada  Avenue  NW 
Washington,  D.C.  20015 


PAUL  J.  TARQUINIO 
268  Walden  Street 
Cambridge,  MA  02138 


YANCY  S.  THOMPSON  III 
64  Neville  St. 

New  Shrewsbury,  NJ  07724 


BENJAMIN  M.  THOMPSON 
7  Ship  Channel  Road 
South  Portland,  ME  04106 


BRUCE  WINDSOR 
THOMPSON 
659  Quaker  Street 
Chappaqua,  NY  10514 


ANDREW  E.  TOGA 
67  Tumig  Mill  Road 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


PETER  W.  TOR  AN 
6606  Tucker  Avenue 
McLean,  VA  22101 


JOHN  E.  TOURTELLOTTE 
99  Post  Road 
Westerly,  RI  02891 


GARRICK  C.  TSUI 
3214  Quesada  St.  NW 
Washington,  D.C.  20015 


GIFFORD  M.  TUBBS 
1328  Bay  Avenue 
Mantaloking,  NJ  08738 


JON  D.  TURESKY 
84  Wallis  Road 
Brookline,  MA  02167 


PHILIP  VALVERDE 
281  East  153rd  St.  Apt.  4J 
Bronx,  NY  10451 


ROBERT  M.  VERKOUTEREN 
4801  Essex  Avenue 
Chevy  Chase,  MD  20015 


MICHAEL  J.  VOGEL 
394  Summit  Avenue 
Mount  Vernon,  NY  10552 


PAUL  F.  VOZELLA 
39  Lincoln  Street 
Franklin,  MA  02038 


KEVIN  K.  WAD  A 
214  Highland  Avenue 
Bergenfield,  NJ  07621 


HALE  S.  WALCOFF 
70  Prospect  Street 
Plattsburgh,  NY  12901 


FREDERICK  B.  WALL 
24  Keene  Street 
Providence,  RI  02906 


DAVID  C.  WASSERMAN 
3006  Hayfield  Drive 
Louisville,  KY  40205 


PETER  M.  WATERS 
105  Hilltop  Road 
Syracuse,  NY  13215 


JAMES  G.  WATSON 
94  Pine  Street 
Manchester,  MA  01944 


KEVIN  L.  WELCH 
126  Burnham  Street 
Newark,  NY  14513 


BARRY  WENTWORTH 
25  Chimney  Ridge  Drive 
Convent  Station,  NJ  07961 


TIMOTHY  W.  WHELAN 
1065  Grove  Street 
Framingham,  MA  01701 

CLYDE  F.  WHITE 
15  Bittersweet  Lane 
Granby,  MA  01033 


JARVIS  HERBERT  WHITE 
1  Mill  Road 

North  Branford,  CT  06471 


PETER  S.  WHITE 
22048  Lackland  Avenue 
Riverside,  CA  92508 


RICHARD  S.  WIEDMAN 
69  Western  Drive 
Longmeadow,  MA  01106 

DANIEL  P.  WIENER 
2  River  Lane 
Westport,  CT  06880 


CHRISTOPHER  G.  WILLETT 
Point  O  Rocks  Lane 
Marblehead,  MA  01945 


ERIC  L.  WILSON 

1535  Pensacola  Ave.  Apt.  4D 

Honolulu,  HI  96813 


MARK  R.  WILSON 
5906  Dalecarlia  Place 
Washington,  DC  20016 


SUNNY  WONG 

924  State  Road 

N.  Dartmouth,  MA  02747 


DANIEL  C.  WOOD 
26  Lakeview  Street 
East  Hampton,  CT  06424 


ARTHUR  D.  WOODS 
3220  Chestnut  St.  NW 
Washington,  DC  20015 


JEFFERSON  V.  WRIGHT 
2  Bratenahl  PI.  Suite  IE 
Bratenahl,  OH  44108 


MARK  WYNNE  WILLSON 
29  Orchard  Circle 
Westwood,  MA  02090 


ANTONIO  YORDAN,  JR. 
1311  Wilson  Avenue 
Santurce,  PR  00907 


DAVID  M.  YOUNG 
551  Arlington  Road 
Cedarhurst,  NY  11516 


GUSTAVO  J.  ABELE 
31  Baskin  Road 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


HASAN  E.  AL  HADDAD 
4301  Conn  Ave.  NW 
Embasy  Kawait 
Washington,  DC  20008 


WILLIAM  J.  ALLEN,  JR. 
8  Hearn  Street 
Watertown,  MA  02172 


STEVEN  C.  BANKS 
28  Colonial  Avenue 
Garden  City,  NY  11530 


ARLENE  M.  BECK 
6507  Bartlett  Street 
Pittsburgh,  PA  15217 


BARBARA  M.  BECK 
3  Woollett  Court 
Barrington,  RI  02806 

RICHARD  P.  BELL 
280  Laurel  Street 
Melrose,  MA  02176 


REX  M.  BERNTSON 
1206  Godfrey  Lane 
Schenectady,  NY  12309 


ROBERT  H.  BETTENCOURT 
2  Tewksbury  Street 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


DAVID  W.  BOSS  A 
240  Easton  Road 
Weston,  CT  06880 


TIMOTHY  B.  BOWLER 
124  Marshall  Street 
Watertown,  MA  02172 

STEVEN  BREITER 
211  Morrison  Avenue 
Somerville,  MA  02144 
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ALISON  L.  BREWSTER 
73  Ganung  Drive 
Ossining,  NY  10562 


KEVIN  C.  BROWN 
28  Country  Club  Drive 
Larchmont,  NY  10538 


BURTON  C.  BRUCE,  JR. 
2691  Centennial  Ct. 
Alexandria,  VA  22311 


JACK  A.  BTESH 
P.O.  Box  4514 

Panama  5,  Republic  of  Panama 


FREDERICK  J.  BURKE 
7  Arrowhead  Lane 
Arlington,  MA  02714 


BRUCE  J.  BURTON 
810  Lincoln  Road 
Grosse  Pointe,  MI  48230 


MARK  L.  CALDWELL 
209  Grandview  Avenue 
Meadville,  PA  16335 


JAMES  J.  CATTEL,  JR. 
3  Elm  Lawn 
Milton,  MA  02187 


GEORGE  M.  CHAMPNEY 
115  Pine  Hill  Road 
Bedford,  MA  01730 


THOMAS  CHIN 
24  Maple  Road 
Saugus,  MA  01906 


DAVID  S.  CHIRLS 
45  Hillside  Terrace 
Ocean,  NJ  08226 


FRANK  W.  CLARK 
109  Westchester  Road 
Boston,  MA  02130 


CAMILLE  COTRAN 
3  Childs  Road 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


GEORGE  VINCENT 
COURVILLE 
19  Sedgwick  Road 
East  Hartford,  CT  06108 


JAMES  M.  FITZGERALD 
144  Colon  Street 
Beverly,  MA  01915 


ELLEN  E.  FLANAGAN 
6  Concord  Lane 
Convent,  NJ  07961 


ARTHUR  J.  CUNNINGHAM 
134  Elmwood  Street 
Westbury,  NY  11590 


KAREN  L.  DENNISON 
1  CH  Des  Gandoles 
12222  Vesenaz 
Switzerland 


GARY  M.  FLOMENHOFT 
14  Baskin  Road 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


NEAL  L.  FOWLER 
77  Highland  Road 
Glen  Cove,  NY  11542 


PETER  B.  GRANNIS 
242  Midland  Avenue 
Montclair,  NJ  07042 


ROBERT  L.  GRAY 
87  Sears  Road 
Wayland,  MA  01778 


STEVEN  E.  GREYSTONE 
P.O.  Box  10 

West  Somerville,  MA  02144 


DAVID  B.  H ALLEN 
19  Fairlawn  Avenue 
North  Grafton,  MA  01536 


BARRY  K.  HANOVER 
4828  Briarcliff  Road 
Memphis,  TN  38117 


JOHN  C.  HARRINGTON 
105  Briar  Lane 
Westwood,  MA  02090 


ROBERT  E.  HEGER 
107  Thornton  Road 
Needham,  MA  02192 


RAY  B.  HENDERSON 
Cognewaugh  Road 
Cos  Cob,  CT  06807 


JOHN  E.  HOFFNER 
358  Montrose  Avenue 
South  Orange,  NJ  07079 


JAMES  J.  HORAN 
3  Gray,  S.  Farm  Road 
Westport,  CT  06880 


MARK  T.  HOUSMAN 
456  East  Park  Avenue 
Long  Beach,  NY  11561 


JOHN  E.  JOHNSON 
426  Winthrop  Street 
Winthrop,  MA  02152 


HOWARD  E.  CLAYCOMBE  III 
175  Johnson  Ave.  Apt.  13B 
Lawrenceville,  NJ  08648 


ROBERT  M.  DEVLIN 
225  Playstead  Road 
Medford,  MA  02155 


EDWARD  C.  FULTON 
10  Plymouth  Road 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


CATHERINE  M.  JOYCE 
21  Hillcrest  Terrace 
Meriden,  CT  06450 


TODD  H.  CLEARY 
55  Holland  Lane 
East  Hartford,  CT  06118 


VASKEN  DILSIZIAN 
186  Common  Street 
Watertown,  MA  02172 


GOLSIMA  KAMALI 

JAMES  R.  FURLONG  45  Brooks  Street 

62  Forest  Grove  Dr.  Willowdale  W.  Medford,  MA  02155 

Ontario,  Canada 


RALPH  F.  COHN 
Box  197  South  Street 
Coventry,  CT  06238 


BRUCE  A.  DIVIRGILIO 
102  Highland  Street 
Winchendon,  MA  01475 


THOMAS  S.  GARGANO 
22  Elm  Avenue 
Woburn,  MA  01801 


PAUL  L.  KELLEY 
69  Otis  Street 
Somerville,  MA  02145 


STACEY  A.  COLEMAN 
300  Winston  Drive,  Apt.  3105 
Cliffside  Park,  NJ  07010 


SAMUEL  H.  DUNCAN 
337  Canoe  Hill  Road 
New  Canaan,  CT  06840 


ANTHONY  J.  GEORGE 
30  Taylor  Road 
Lynn,  MA  01904 


DAVID  W.  KELLOGG 
31  Boston  Avenue 
W.  Medford,  MA  02155 


KEVIN  R.  CONVEYS 
102  Boulder  Road 
Manhasset,  NY  11030 


STEVEN  R.  EISENBERG 
106  Westboume  Terrace 
Brookline,  MA  02146 


ROBERT  FRANCIS  GOFF 
30  Tuttle  Street 
Dorchester,  MA  02125 


CHRISTOPHER  J.  KELLY 
85  Suffolk  Lane 
Garden  City,  NY  11530 


EILEEN  E.  CONLEY 
59  Mercier  Avenue 
Dorchester,  MA  02124 


JAMES  V.  ERRICO 
3  Loring  Court 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


JEFFREY  M.  GOLDBERG 
349  Boston  Avenue 
Medford,  MA  02155 


JEFFREY  F.  KESSLER 
119  Lincoln  Avenue 
Fair  Haven,  NJ  07701 


JOHN  C.  CONNELL 
14  Elm  Road 

Briarcliff  Mnr.,  NY  10510 
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GLENN  LUDGATE  FITKIN  III  HOWARD  D.  GOLDMAN  III 

3045  Hopewell  Place  2437  Hunt  Drive 

Toledo,  OH  43606  Baltimore,  MD  21209 


FARHAD  KEYVAN 
73  North  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


JOHN  W.  KILEY,  JR. 

19  Whipple  Road 

Lexington,  MA  02173 

WILLIAM  S.  MEIER 

108  Wellington  Hts.  Rd. 
Avon,  CT  06001 

JONATHAN  DAVID  KOREIN 

25  E  83  Street 

New  York,  NY  10028 

EDWARD  A.  MOAN 

69  McCarthy  Road 

Newton  Centre,  MA  02159 

COLLEEN  P.  KRAMER 

2127  Bordeaux 

W.  Bloomfield,  MI  48033 

DAVID  MOUNT 

7  Riverside  Drive 

Branford,  CT  06405 

ALAN  W.  KUMPEY 

3  Knollwood  Drive 

Worcester,  MA  01609 

MARK  F.  OLEARY 

33  Merriam  Street 
Somerville,  MA  02144 

PETER  P.  KWAN 

170  Arborway 

Jamaica  Plain,  MA  02130 

JACK  E.  ORAM 

19  Middlesex  Road 
Stoneham,  MA  02180 

ROBERT  K.  LaMERE,  JR. 

15  Wendell  Park 

Milton,  MA  02186 

JOHN  PACILLO  III 

Seven  Montrose  Avenue 
Wakefield,  MA  01880 

ROBERT  J.  LANGAN 

144  Concord  Road 

Wayland,  MA  01778 

DANIEL  M.  PACKARD 

76  North  Street 
Shrewsbury,  MA  01545 

GEORGE  L.  LeBLANC 

66A  Plantation  Street 

Worcester,  MA  01604 

NICHOLAS  A. 

PAPAGEORGIOU 

6  Jameson  Road 

Newton,  MA  02158 

DAMONG  LEE 

691  So.  Irolo  St.  Apt.  1111 

Los  Angeles,  CA  90005 

JOSEPH  A.  PARADISIO 
164  Grove  Street 

Medford,  MA  02155 

ROBERT  A.  LEEDS 

676  Barnard  Avenue 

Woodmere,  NY  11598 

LORRAINE  E.  PARISH 

5  Fletcher  Road 

Lynnfield,  MA  01940 

PAUL  J.  LESSIN 

60  St.  John  Street 

Monticello,  NY  12701 

PAUL  S.  PEDINI 

45  Munroe  Drive 

No.  Attleboro,  MA  02760 

ROBERT  A.  LEVINE 

182  Washington  Street 

Norwich,  CT  06360 

RICHARD  W.  PELTON 

3  Ellington  Road 

East  Hartford,  CT  06108 

JOHN  R.  LORD 

227  Foreside  Road 

Falmouth,  ME  04105 

MARC  A.  PENANSKY 

133  Smith  Street 
Leominster,  MA  01453 

IAN  SINCLAIR  MacKAY 

56  William  Street 

Medford,  MA  02155 

MICHAEL  PERITO 

1417  Quincy  Shore  Drive 
Quincy,  MA  02169 

GARY  E.  MARCELYNAS 

134  Hewey  Street 

Waterbury,  CT  06708 

LORI  ANN  PETERSON 

23  Lincoln  Road 

Rockland,  MA  02370 

ANTHONY  S.  MARINILLI 

12  Quinlan  Drive 

Framingham,  MA  01701 

ROBERT  N.  PETROSINO 

4  Sagamore  Avenue 
Winthrop,  MA  02152 

PETER  MARINOW 

12  Penn  Road 

Peabody,  MA  01960 

PAUL  J.  PIKE 

Joes  Brook  Road 
Passumpsic,  VT  05861 

ELAINE  P.  MARSHALL 

9  Ladd  Road 

Lynn,  MA  01904 

HOWARD  PINKSTON,  JR. 
1561  Norris  Road 

Memphis,  TN  38106 

ROBERT  M.  McTIGHE 

29  Summer  Street 

Westwood,  MA  02090 

SIMON  G.  PONGRATZ 

20  Cedar  Street 

Lexington,  MA  02173 

DON  A.  POPE 
RFD  No.  1,  Box  72 
Kingston,  NJ  03848 


THOMAS  C.  PORT  ANTE 
215  Old  Mill  Road 
Middletown,  CT  06457 


DAVID  W.  POTTER 
Sheerlund  Rd.  1 
Reading,  PA  19607 

KENNETH  RAPHAEL 
117  Deerpath 

Roslyn  Heights,  NY  11577 


DAVID  A.  RECKHOW 
1570  Colvin  Avenue 
Kenmore,  NY  14223 


RICHARD  L.  ROGERS 
24  Harrison  Avenue 
Northampton,  MA  01060 


MANUEL  V.  RONDON 
URB  San  Camilo  #10  Los 
Teques 

Miranda,  Venezuela 


JONATHAN  M.  SAMEL 
33  Houston  Avenue 
Methuen,  MA  01844 


WALTER  L.  SASS 
26  Bonnie  Meadow  Road 
Scarsdale,  NY  10583 


PAUL  D.  SAVAGE 
90  Lowell  Street 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


SALLY  SCHNEIDER 
4286  Longleaf  Drive 
Memphis,  TN  38117 


MICHAEL  J.  SCHWAB 
130  Oak  Street 
Woodmere,  NY  11598 


STEPHEN  J.  SIRABIAN 
150  Windermere  Drive 
Yonkers,  NY  10710 

HAROLD  G.  SLETZINGER 
135  Rockview  Avenue 
N.  Plainfield,  NJ  07060 

ANNA  A.  SLUZ 
85  Arlington  Street 
Haverhill,  MA  01830 

KERRY  R.  SMITH 
Box  224 

Noank,  CT  06340 


WILLIAM  K.  SMYTH 
81  Hickory  Hill  Road 
New  Britain,  CT  06052 


THAGOON 

SONGPRACHAKKUL 
Songprachak 
Ranong,  Thailand  20008 


RICHARD  J.  SQUILLACIOTI 
82  Howard  Street 
Norwood,  MA  02062 


KENDAL  C.  STACKHOUSE  II 
69  Waterside  Lane 
Clinton,  CT  06410 


KEITH  M.  STARKS 
24  Corbett  Street 
Andover,  MA  01810 


ROBERT  M.  STERN 
84  Rogers  Drive 
New  Rochelle,  NY  10804 
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WYATT  B.  STEVENS 
8316  Wagon  Wheel  Road 
Alexandria,  VA  22309 


DAVID  D.  SWISS 
386  High  Street 
Newburyport,  MA  01950 


JOHN  M.  TOMICH 
14  Pine  Street 
Lynnfield,  MA  01940 


LINDA  R.  TONEY 
27  Orchard  Lane 
Melrose,  MA  02176 


KHORSO  TOOFANIAN 
431  Vozara  St. 

Pazargad  Ave. 

Tehran,  Iran 


JOHN  N.  VALVANIS 
46  Lansing  Avenue 
Haverhill,  MA  01830 


JOSEPH  A.  VANNI 
180  Fellsway  West 
Medford,  MA  02155 


WILLIAM  J.  WALLACE 
28  Court  Road 
Braintree,  MA  02184 


M ARISE  J.  BERG 
5463  Jackwood 
Houston,  TX  77035 


KAREN  S.  BESSER 
526  Terhune  Road 
Princeton,  NJ  08540 


JAN  BEWLEY 
Old  Country  Road 
Francestown,  NH  03043 


LESLIE  ANN  BIANCHI 
21  Tufts  Road 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


MARTHA  E.  BINGHAM 
112  Sanford  Street 
East  Orange,  NJ  07018 


TERRI  E.  BIRGER 
115  Ridgeway  Road 
Weston,  MA  02193 


DEBORAH  E.  BLAGG 
74  Westland  Avenue 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


ELIZABETH  A.  BLAIR 
Via  Vittor  Pisani  2 
Milano  20124,  Italy 


RONALD  V.  WANG 

417  Lewis  Hall 

Tufts  University 

Medford,  MA  02155 

LOUISE  V.  AKILLIAN 
37  Brettwood  Road 
Belmont,  MA  02178 

HAROLD  S.  WEINER 

71  Yarmouth  Road 

Norwood,  MA  02062 

TRUDY  L.  ALBINGER 
309  Cedar  Street 
Ashland,  MA  01721 

RICHARD  E.  WILLIS 
Windwood  Road 

Bemardsville,  NJ  07924 

BETTE  C.  ALLEN 

406  Westview  Street 
Philadelphia,  PA  19119 

MARTHA  M.  WYCKOFF 

The  Highlands 

Seattle,  WA  98177 

CHERYL  M.  ALLEN 
2327  Cherokee  Parkway 
Louisville,  KY  40204 

BRIAN  E.  YOUNG 

3010  Kersdale  Road 

Pepper  Pike,  OH  44124 

ROBIN  H.  ALLIN SON 
1490  Cardiff  Avenue 

Los  Angeles,  CA  90035 

NANCY  T.  BAKER 

7  Marilyn  Road 

Andover,  MA  01810 

MICHELE  R.  BLOCK 

49  Lake  Shore  Blvd. 
Massapequa,  NY  11758 

SUZANNE  L.  BAKER 

14  Edgewood  Avenue 
Hastings-Hdsn,  NY  10706 

JEAN  C.  BLODGETT 
1090  Ridgefield  Road 
Wilton,  CT  06897 

MARY  EILEEN  BASSETT 

94  Green  Acre  Lane 

Fairfield,  CT  06430 

CLAUDIA  I.  BOLDMAN 
30  Washington  St.  #9N 
Santurce,  PR  00907 

JOANNA  BATTIN 

560  Riverside  Drive  Apt.  19  K 

New  York,  NY  10027 

JEANNE  A.  BOROFSKY 
14  Greenway  Lane 
Greenfield,  MA  01301 

BEATINA  BEATTY 

711  Anacostia  Ave.  NE 
Washington,  DC  20019 

JILL  R.  BOTWAY 

460  Beechmont  Drive 
New  Rochelle,  NY  10804 

SHERRIE  L.  ZACHARIUS 

120  Birch  Drive 

New  Hyde  Park,  NY  11040 


LISA  H.  ALTIER 
341  Corwin  Road 
Rochester,  NY  14610 


PAULA  A.  BELKNAP 
563  Park  Avenue 
New  York,  NY  10021 


ELISABETH  BOURNAZOS 
Box  672 

Marshfield,  MA  02050 


RANDY  H.  ZASLOFF 
72  Lake  Shore  Drive 
Rockaway,  NJ  07866 


MELISSA  S.  ANTUL 
13573  Coliseum  Drive 
Chesterfield,  MO  63017 


MELISSA  D.  BELL 
470  West  End  Avenue 
New  York,  NY  10024 


SARAH  P.  BOURNE 
5705  Ogden  Road 
Washington,  DC  20016 


JEFFREY  M.  ZITELMAN 
7120  Western  Avenue 
Chevy  Chase,  MD  20015 


ELIZABETH  APPLEBY 
322  Clarke  Avenue 
Palm  Beach,  FL  33480 


WENDY  L.  BELL 
51  Maywood  Road 
New  Rochelle,  NY  10804 


TACY  A.  BOWLIN 
124  Beacon  Street 
Boston,  MA  02136 


JOANNE  P.  ACFORD 
3  Raleigh  Drive 
Nashua,  NH  03060 


JANE  L.  ARTHUR 
500  N.  Portage  Path 
Akron,  OH  44303 


ROBIN  F.  BENNINGSQN 
74  Haviland  Road 
Stamford,  CT  06903 


PATRICIA  L.  BOYD 
4533  Hornbeam  Drive 
Rockville,  MD  20853 


LUCY  S.  AHN 
3087  La  Pietra  Circle 
Honolulu,  HI  96815 


CAROL  J.  BAKER 
401  Lake  Avenue 
Wilmette,  IL  60091 


CHRISTINE  M.  BENOIT 
296  Granite  Street 
Biddeford,  ME  04005 


SUSAN  JANE  BRADY 
30  Forest  Hills  Lane 
West  Hartford,  CT  06117 


CAROL  C.  AI 

1624  Kanunu  St.  Apt.  901 

Honolulu,  HI  96814 


JANET  I.  BAKER 
70  Winchip  Road 
Summit,  NJ  07901 


CAROL  A.  BENZ 
20  Ventosa  Drive 
Morristown,  NJ  07960 


AMY  R.  BRAGER 
361  Claremont  Avenue 
Mt.  Vernon,  NY  10552 
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ELIZABETH  W.  BREW 

19  West  Mischa  Road 

Trumbull,  CT  06611 

PRISCILLA  L.  BUSHWAY 

66  Perry  Drive 

Trenton,  NJ  08628 

DONNA  M.  CHERICK 

940  Prospect  Drive 

Stratford,  CT  06497 

ELIZABETH  A.  COLT 

56  Chinian  Path 

Newton,  MA  02159 

BARBARA  A.  BRITT 

131  Grant  Street 

Newark,  NY  14513 

PATRICIA  CANAVAN 

321  Adams  Street 

Milton,  MA  02186 

LISA  A.  CHRISTOPHER 

20  Cobum  Road 

Weston,  MA  02193 

JOANNE  S.  CONNOLLY 
527  Winnetka  Avenue  #2 
Winnetka,  IL  60093 

ERICA  BRITTAIN 

7704  Marbury  Road 

Bethesda,  MD  20034 

ROBIN  A.  CANTER 

953  Wildwood  Road 

Oradell,  NJ  07649 

ANNMARIE  CICCOLO 

21  Churchill  Street 

Milton,  MA  02186 

PATRICIA  A.  CONNOLLY 
10  Ryans  Terrace 

Lynn,  MA  01904 

DOROTHY  BRO ADMAN 

81  Conwell  Avenue  #2 
Somerville,  MA  02144 

LINDA  J.  CARLEU 

186  Sagamore  Road 

Millbum,  NJ  07041 

JULIE  A.  CLARK 

3867  N.  Tazewell  Street 

Arlington,  VA  22207 

BRENDA  L.  CONNORS 

5  Olin  Street 

Worcester,  MA  01606 

ROBERTA  S.  BROMBERG 

41  Ballard  Drive 

West  Hartford,  CT  06119 

RUTH  A.  CARRETTA 

19  Everett  Street 

Eastchester,  NY  10707 

JULIE  ELLEN  CLARK 

11301  Farmland  Drive 

Rockville,  MD  20852 

ANN  F.  CONY 

7  Gulls  Cove 

Manhasset,  NY  11030 

CHERYL  M.  BROWN 

46  Dean  Road 

Milton,  MA  02186 

KATHRYN  A.  CASSELL 

1727  Shepherd  St.  NW 
Washington,  DC  20011 

JAON  F.  CLAWSON 

53  Brookfield  Road 

Abington,  MA  02351 

BEVERLY  COOPER 

113  School  Street  #6 

Acton,  MA  01720 

LESLIE  BROWN 

419  Hudson  Avenue 

Albany,  NY  12203 

CAROL  R.  CHADWICK 

387  Litchfield  Street 

Torrington,  CT  06790 

JUSTINE  D.  CLEMENTINO 

76  Syracuse  Drive 

East  Hartford,  CT  06108 

MARGERY  A.  COPEL 

186  Tappan  Street 
Brookline,  MA  02146 

SUSAN  BROWN 

12  Cordis  Street 

Charlestown,  MA  02129 

SARAH  C.  CHAMBERS 

66  Winchester  Street 

Medford,  MA  02155 

CAROL  MAE  CLURMAN 

201  East  79th  Street 

New  York,  NY  10021 

FELICIA  R.  COVELL 

27  Chestnut  Street 
Wakefield,  MA  01880 

ALICE  A.  BRUNO 

15  Bracewood  Road 

Waterbury,  CT  06706 

CHRISTINE  D.  CHAROUHIS 

2120  Country  Club  Pra. 

Coral  Gables,  FL  33134 

CAROLYN  J.  COCKRELL 

3927  Woodland  A-13-2 

Cleveland,  OH  44115 

IDA  J.  COWAN 

239  South  Bumet  St. 

East  Orange,  NJ  07018 

MARGARET  H.  BUFFUM 

4854  North  27  Street 

Arlington,  VA  22207 

ALICE  F.  CHEN 

99  Windsor  Way 

Berkeley  Heights,  NJ  07922 

MERRYL  LYNN  COLBURN 

25  Agate  Road 

East  Brunswick,  NJ  08816 

JACQUELIN  J.  COYLE 

35  Mooreland  Road 
Greenwich,  CT  06830 

KATHLEEN  F.  CRAIG 
525  Northwest  39th  St. 
Oklahoma  City,  OK  73118 


ANDREA  A.  DAGOSTINO 
16  Shady  Drive 
Wallingford,  CT  06492 


JUDITH  A.  FINGER 
1  Woodlawn  Road 
N.  Dartmouth,  MA  02747 


ELIZABETH  L.  CULVER 
59  Morton  Road 
Milton,  MA  02187 


ARLENE  DALLAFAR 
P.O.  Box  223 
Tehran,  Iran 


PATRICE  M.  FITZGERALD 
13304  Glen  Mill  Road 
Rockville,  MD  20850 


SLOAN  W.  D'AUTREMONT 
Beaver  Pond  Road 
Lincoln,  MA  01773 


ELIZABETH  C.  DAVID 
8843  Norwood  Avenue 
Philadelphia,  PA  19118 


INA  S.  FLAM 

1409  Northcrest  Drive 

Silver  Spring,,  MD  20904 


MARY  BLAKE  DAVIDSON 
18  Ch  Des  Mouettes 
Lausanne  1007  Switzerland 


LINDA  S.  DAVIS 
976  Bobolink  Road 
Highland  Park,  IL  60035 


ELAINE  M.  DeVITO 
220  Westminster  Avenue 
Watertown,  MA  02172 


JANICE  S.  DICKSTEIN 
603  Laurel  Street 
Longmeadow,  MA  01106 


DENISE  L.  DIIANNI 
97  Hemlock  Street 
Clifton,  NJ  07012 

ROSEMARY  DONALDSON 
47  Crescent  Street 
Cambridge,  MA  02138 


NANCY  R.  DREYER 
12  Valentine  Drive 
Albertson,  NY  11507 


SHELLEY  S.  DRUCKER 
6804  NW  76th  Court 
Tamarac,  FL  33319 


CYNTHIA  J.  DUGGAN 
44  Lewis  Street 
Marion,  MA  02738 


LYNN  ADELE  DUPEREY 
2  Laurel  Lane 
Burlington,  MA  01803 


MARY  ELAINE  DYER 
13  Demar  Road 
Lexington,  MA  02173 


KAREN  A.  EISENSTADT 
2854  W.  Sunnyside  Avenue 
Chicago,  IL  60625 


Nancy  K.  Everts 
74  Webster  Road 
Weston,  MA  02193 


LYNN  S.  FARKAS 
15  Kempster  Road 
Scarsdale,  NY  10583 


ANGELA  M.  FE1  RIS 
5  Weaver  Road 
Springfield,  MA  01107 


MARIAN  K.  FERRO 
139  Boylston  Street 
Watertown,  MA  02172 


BARBARA  G.  FLYER 
38  Edgemere  Drive 
Searington,  NY  11507 


COLLEEN  M.  FLYNN 
36  Norwick  Drive 
Youngstown,  OH  44505 


MICHELE  M.  FOSSIER 
12  Fairlawn  Lane 
Lexington,  MA  02173 

ZARRIN  A.  FOSTER 
56-06  Fox  Run  Road 
Plainsboro,  NJ  08536 


MARYELLEN  G.  FOTI 
8  Century  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


DIANE  K.  FOWLER 
Box  51  B 

Hague,  NY  12836 


PRUDENCE  K.  FRASER 
P.O.  Box  1312 
Abilene,  TX  79604 


ANGELA  C.  FRENCH 

Main  Street 

Hyde  Park,  VT  05655 


JULIE  B.  FREUNDLICH 
14  Woodmere  Road 
Cedar  Grove,  NJ  07009 


AMY  I.  FRIEDLANDER 
99  Randall  Ave.  Apt.  3  G 
Freeport,  NY  11520 


JOAN  L.  FRONGELLO 
9  Poole  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


ELIZABETH  F.  FUGATE 
3404  Saylor  Place 
Alexandria,  VA  22304 


LYNN  CARLA  GARFUNKEL 
123  Fairfax  Road 
Pittsburgh,  PA  15221 


CARLA  S.  GARRISON 
1501  South  2100  East 
Salt  Lake  City,  UT  84108 


ALLISON  C.  GEDDES 
Spruce  Knob  Road 
Middletown  Spring,  VT  05757 


RUTH  E.  GETTES 
8002  Long  Meadow  Road 
Baltimore,  MD  21208 


SUSAN  E.  GIBSON 
1380  Locust  Drive 
Blacksburg,  VA  24060 


LINDA  S.  GIFFORD 

Brooks  School 

North  Andover,  MA  01845 


KAREN  M.  GIL 
3  Wyman  Street 
Cambridge,  MA  02140 


JOAN  E.  GILMAN 
17  Longley  Avenue 
Swampscott,  MA  01907 


BETSY  S.  GLASER 
327  Derby  Avenue 
Woodmere,  NY  11598 


NANCY  E.  GLASS 
62  Fenwick  Road 
Waban,  MA  02168 


SHARI  L.  GLASSMAN 
27  Tyson  Lane 
Princeton,  NJ  08540 


AMY  S.  GOFF 
29  Kinnicutt  Road 
Worcester,  MA  01602 


ANDREA  R.  GOLD 
12  Eagle  Rock  Road 
Randolph,  MA  02368 


ELLEN  R.  GOLDING 
5333  Fair  Oaks  Street 
Pittsburgh,  PA  15217 


LINDA  P.  GOLDMAN 
5  Baldwin  Orchard  Drive 
Cranston,  RI  02920 


CYNTHIA  A.  GOLDSTEIN 
55  Lyndon  Road 
Fayetteville,  NY  13066 


DEBORAH  B.  GORDON 
50  Cartwright  Road 
Wellesley,  MA  02181 


MARIA  C.  GOULD 
17  Coulton  Park 
Needham,  MA  02192 


SHERYL  M.  GRAFF 
15  Kensington  Avenue 
Trenton,  NJ  08618 


ELIZABETH  H.  GREEN 
Fern  Lane 

Chapel  Hill,  NC  27514 


CANDACE  M.  HAJKO 
134  Brook  Street 
Wellesley,  MA  02181 


FRANCES  A.  HALPERN 
2296  Plymouth  Place 
East  Meadow,  NY  11554 


MADELINE  C.  HANAFIN 
67  Bartlett  Avenue 
Arlington,  MA  02174 


310 


BEVERLY  HAND 
54  Pond  Side  Drive 
Wethersfield,  CT  06109 


DEBRA  A.  HUDAK 
26  Hotchkiss  Avenue 
Thomaston,  CT  06787 


MARGARET  E.  KEOGH 
8115  Jackson  Street 
Omaha,  NB  68114 


ANNA  DEMETRA  KOULES 
216  Ashby  State  Road 
Fitchburg,  MA  01420 


CONSTANCE  M.  HANES 
57  Roland  Road 
Murray  Hill,  NJ  07974 


DONNA  M.  HANSEN 
11839  Durrette 
Houston,  TX  77024 


DONNA  HARKAVY 
251-26  Gaskell  Road 
Little  Neck,  NY  11362 


SARAH  L.  HARTMAN 
2738  McKinley  St.  NW 
Washington,  DC  20015 


REBECCA  T.  HAVILAND 
52  Division  Avenue 
Summit,  NJ  07901 


KATHRYN  S.  HEAD 
11  Harwood  Drive 
Madison,  NJ  07940 


NANCY  E.  HECKMAN 
3409  W.  Coulter  Street 
Philadelphia,  PA  19129 


JOAN  F.  HESSING 
88-03  192  Street 
Hollis,  NY  11423 


NANCY  A.  HIGGINS 
205  Holland  Street 
Somerville,  MA  02144 


ELIZABETH  M.  HINZ 
11  High  wood  Drive 
Avon,  CT  06001 


DEBORAH  A.  HJORT 
McKenney  Road 
Saco,  ME  04072 


VALERIE  J.  HOBBS 
214  Ridge  Street 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


ELIZABETH  J.  HOFFER 
4600  N.  Lake  Drive 
Milwaukee,  WI  53211 


JILL  G.  HOGAN 
34  Royal  Crest  Dr.,  Apt.  11 
N.  Andover,  MA  01845 


ALISON  C.  HOLT 
46  Emerson  Road 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


JULIA  E.  HOPKINS 
68  Edgars  Lane 

Hastings  on  Hudson,  NY  10706 


ELIZABETH  S.  HOUSEL 
131  Edgewood  Road 
Ardmore,  PA  19003 


ELIZABETH  A.  HOWES 
1498  New  Scotland  Road 
Slingerlands,  NY  12159 


JAN  E.  HUKE 

18  Roger  Drive 

Ft.  Washington,  NY  11050 


BETSY  F.  HULNICK 
85  North  Broadway 
Irvington,  NY  10533 


JULIE  H.  HUNT 
155  Paul  Ney  Road 
Cheshire,  CT  06410 


WINNIE  R.  HUSTON 
Gale  Road 

Williamstown,  MA  02167 


KAREN  INGVORDSEN 
129  Columbia  Heights 
Brooklyn,  NY  11201 


MARY  RUTH  INNIS 
11  Jennings  Road 
Westboro,  MA  01581 


ARLINE  R.  ISAACSON 
13  Kalmia  Lane 
Valley  Stream,  NY  11581 


EDITH  J.  JACOBS 
14  Warren  Street 
Needham,  MA  02192 


ELISE  P.  JAFFE 
Westover  Park 
Stamford,  CT  06902 


JOANNE  E.  JAMES 
585  N.  Main  Street 
Magnolia,  OH  44643 


ROBYSINA  L.  JAMES 
103  Hollywood  Avenue 
East  Orange,  NJ  07018 


REGINA  E.  JELLEY 
156  Judd  Hill  Road 
Middlebury,  CT  06762 

CLAUDIA  G.  JOSEY 
82  Harvard  Avenue 
Medford,  MA  02155 


LYNNE  J.  KADISH 
22  Ober  Road 
Newton,  MA  02159 


JUNE  ANN  KAISER 
Frost  Valley  YMCA 
Oliverea,  NY  12462 


LINDA  D.  KAMES 
20  Oak  Hill  Road 
Sudbury,  MA  01776 


CONSTANCE  A.  KAPLAN 
8  Rockwin  Road 
Rockville  Center,  NY  11570 


KARLA  KAY  KELLY 
41  Adelle  Drive 
Dover,  NH  03820 


ELLEN  B.  KESSNER 
44  Canterbury  Road 
White  Plains,  NY  10607 


ROSALEEN  L.  KIERNAN 
84  Belden  Road 
Hamden,  CT  06514 


MARGERY  B.  KIMBALL 
26  Heather  Road 
Longmeadow,  MA  01106 


SANDRA  L.  KIRSCH 
85  Oak  Hill  Road 
Chappaqua,  NY  10514 


MILLY  K.  KIUNG 

311  Pires  Oliveira  Sao  Paulo 

Brazil 


ANDREA  KLAUSNER 
6  Totman  Drive  #3 
Woburn,  MA  01801 


PAMELA  J.  KLEIN 

126  Orchard  East  Newberry  Est. 

Dallas,  PA  18612 


RANDI  E.  KLEIN 
1440  Breer  Court 
Bloomfield  Hills,  MI  48013 


MARDO  L.  KOCH 

10  Terrace  Drive 

Port  Washington,  NY  11050 


SUZANNE  M.  KOSLAP 
90  James  Street 
Hastings-Hdsn,  NY  10706 


LINDA  E.  KRAUSE 
15  Arlen  Road 
Weston,  CT  06880 


CELESTE  KRIJT 

21  SNIPWG  P.O.  Box  248 

Curacao 

Netherlands,  Antilles 


ANNE  G.  KRONAUER 
Old  Littleton  Road 
Harvard,  MA  01451 


LISA  A.  KUBIE 
666  Fifth  Avenue 
New  York,  NY  10019 


ANNE  C.  KUBISCH 
American  Embassy  AMB 
APO  New  York,  NY  09253 


PATRICIA  A.  KUCHAR 
101  Foote  Street 
Hamden,  CT  06517 


PAMELA  S.  LAINEZ 
53  Blackmer  Road 
Sudbury,  MA  01776 


KAREN  K.  LAMB 
34  Lambtown  Road 
Ledyard,  CT  06339 

ELAINE  LANG 
1010  Constable  Drive 
Mamaroneck,  NY  10543 


MIRA  B.  LANSKY 
81-24  192  Street 
Jamaica,  NY  11423 


SUSAN  J.  LAPIDES 
25  Huntinghill  Road 
Woodbridge,  CT  06525 


LAURA  LASPALLUTO 
2001  Creston  Avenue 
New  York,  NY  10453 

BARBARA  W.  LEE 
50  Harrison  Avenue 
Northampton,  MA  01060 

JILL  NANCY  LEIGH 
84  King  Street 
Reading,  MA  01867 


HSUEH-TZE  LEE 

3120  Schoolhouse  La.  Apt.  EB2 

Philadelphia,  PA  19144 


DEBRA  L.  LEVERETT 
177  Heard  Drive 
Elberton,  GA  30635 


DONNA  S.  LEVINE 
P.O.  Box  99 
Boston  Post  Rd. 
Amherst,  NH  03031 


FRAN  S.  LEVINE 
6  Continental  Road 
Scarsdale,  NY  10583 


LORI  M.  LEVINE 
190  Davis  Avenue 
Albany,  NY  12208 

BARBARA  S.  LEVY 
1731  Femwood  Avenue 
Louisville,  KY  40205 


MARCIA  LEVY 

Hoffstots  Lane 

Pt.  Washington,  NY  11050 


LAUREN  B.  LIEBOWITZ 
26  Michael  Drive 
Scarsdale,  NY  10583 


LYNNE  A.  LINCHYTZ 
41  Old  Westbury  Road 
Old  Westbury,  NY  11568 


REBECCA  J.  LINSON 
42  Addington  Rd. 
Brookline,  MA  02146 


MARY  ANNE  LISS 
66  Hilside  Avenue 
Glen  Rock,  NJ  07452 


PEGGY  E.  LOWENSTEIN 
1214  Bennington  Ave. 
Pittsburgh,  PA  15217 


FERN  E.  LUSKIN 
387  C  Buena  Vista  Road 
New  City,  NY  10956 


DONNA  C.  MARRON 
7712  Beech  Tree  Road 
Bethesda,  MD  20034 


REBECCA  A.  MARRS 
71  Adams  St.  Apt.  3 
Medford,  MA  02155 


GABRIELLE  S.  MARSHALL 
271  Albany  Post  Road 
Croton-on-Hdsn,  NY  10520 


MARYBETH  MARTINO 
278  Main  Street 
Winthrop,  MA  02152 


ILENE  R.  MAXON 
112  Betsy  Brown  Rd. 
Port  Chester,  NY  10573 


SARAH  J.  McCARTHEY 
2325  Maywood  Drive 
Salt  Lake  City,  UT  84109 


KATHLEEN  A.  McCARTNEY 
20  Brooks  Park 
Medford,  MA  02155 


ELIZABETH  A.  McMAHON 
312  Chestnut  Avenue 
Narberth,  PA  19072 


REEN  D.  MEERGANS 
9  Doncaster  Road 
Lynnfield,  MA  01940 


LAURA  G.  MEISLER 
1  Madelyne  Place 
Fair  Lawn,  NJ  07410 


YELENA  MELIK  IAN 
7  14  St.  N  Kherdmand 
Tehran,  Iran 


MICHELE  P.  MELONI 
1415  N.  Pickett  Street 
Alexandria,  VA  22304 


KAREN  J.  MENZER 


MARIA  E.  MENZI 
305  Florence  Street 
Mamaroneck,  NY  10543 


MARYKATE  MIERZWINSKI 
North  Main  Street 
Bethlehem,  CT  06751 


LISA  J.  MILLER 
Woodlands  Road 
Harrison,  NY  10528 


SHELLEY  C.  MILLER 

29  Ellis  Road 

West  Newton,  MA  02165 


KAREN  J.  MITCHELL 
76  Cynthia  Road 
Newton  Centre,  MA  02159 


CATHERINE  A.  MODICA 
54  Doonan  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


DEBBIE  S.  MONTARULI 
451  Garden  Blvd. 

Garden  City,  NY  11530 


ELIZABETH  J.  MOODEY 
200  Jackson  Boulevard 
Wilmington,  DE  19803 


KAREN  D.  MOORADIAN 
643  Kingsley  Trail 
Bloomfield  Hills,  MI  48013 


JEANNE  PARKS  MORAN 
26  Eustis  Street 
Cambridge,  MA  02138 


ADRIENNE  P.  MORRISON 
207  N.  Scotch  Plains 
Westfield,  NJ  07090 


KAREN  V.  MORTON 
117  Windsor  Avenue 
Westfield,  NJ  07090 


MARY  E.  MURPHY 
138  Playstead  Road 
Medford,  MA  02155 


AMY  E.  NASBETH 
80  Beaumont  Avenue 
Newtonville,  MA  02160 


NANNETTE  L.  NAVARRE 
APOD  286  COL  Del  Valle 
Garza  Garcia 
Monterrey,  N.L.  Mexico 

KATHY  A.  NEISLOSS 
Hunter  Lane 
Oyster  Bay,  NY  11771 


KATHRYN  F.  NELSON 
77  Liberty  Ave.  Apt.  10 
W.  Somerville,  MA  02144 


AMI  J.  NEWMARK 
12665  West  15th  Place 
Lakewood,  CO  80215 


DIANE  J.  NIGROSH 
8  Fawn  Circle 
Randolph,  MA  02368 


SUSANNE  C.  NORMAN 
240  Great  Marsh  Road 
Centerville,  MA  02632 


TRACEY  O'CONNELL 
991  Mass.  Ave.  Apt.  1 
Cambridge,  MA  02138 


KYRIE  O'CONNOR 
3  Turkey  Hill  Lane 
Westport,  CT  06880 


PATRICIA  A.  OGARA 

RFD  2  Box  53 

North  Scituate,  RI  02857 


LYNN  M.  O'KEEFE 
6  Carina  Road 
North  Haven,  CT  06473 


WENDY  ANNE  OLUM 
14  Crestmont  Road 
Binghamton,  NY  13905 


CARYN  M.  ONO 
458  Lewis  Hall 
Tufts  University 
Medford,  MA  02155 


ANNETTE  O'REILLY 
26  Myopia  Rd. 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


MARY  A.  O'ROURKE 
419  Bogert  Avenue 
Ridgewood,  NJ  07450 


NANCY  E.  OWENS 
22  Wingate  Road 
Waltham,  MA  02154 


APRIL  A.  PACE 
635  Shore  Drive 
Boynton  Beach,  FL  33435 


CYNTHIA  ANN  PALLADINO 
27  Frances  Avenue 
Norwalk,  CT  06854 
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SUSAN  H.  SHERESKY 
32  East  64th  Street 
New  York,  NY  10021 


RENEE  F.  PALMER 
10  Gillette  Avenue 
Patchogue,  NY  11772 


VALERIE  D.  PARKS 
148  Canton  Street 
West  Haven,  CT  06516 


DIANE  R.  PEARL 
2  Sherburne  Road 
Nantucket,  MA  02554 


JANE  L.  PEEPLES 
523  North  Shore  Drive 
Punta  Gorda,  FL  33950 


HEATHER  M.  PENA 
109  Maxwell  Avenue 
Geneva,  NY  14456 

SANDRA  E.  PETITE 
1209  Focis  Street 
Metairie,  LA  70005 


ELIZABETH  A.  PHELAN 
18  Terhune  Road 
Clark,  NJ  07066 


SUSAN  E.  PHELPS 
722  Ridge  Road 
Orange,  CT  06477 


LAURA  A.  PHILLIPS 
885  Park  Avenue 
New  York,  NY  10021 


BARBARA  PIERPONT 
Half  Mile  Road 
Darien,  CT  06820 


LESLIE  R.  PLESENT 
6  Walnut  Avenue 
Larchmont,  NY  10538 


IV A  M.  POIRIER 
6  Pine  Street 
Newburyport,  MA  01950 


LAURA  POLLARD 
240  East  76th  Street 
New  York,  NY  10021 


DIANNE  I.  POONARIAN 
450  Mildred  Place 
Oradell,  NJ  07649 


KAREN  POPPER 
34  Lake  Hill  Ave. 
Arlington,  MA  02174 

SUSAN  POTTER 
25  Frederick  Drive 
West  Chester,  PA  19380 


SUSAN  L.  POVENMIRE 
American  Embassy 
APO  New  York,  NY  09678 


PATRICIA  M.  POWERS 
51  Chester  Street 
Arlington,  MA  02174 


CARLA  E.  PRECHT 
65  Brite  Avenue 
Scared  ale,  NY  10583 


SUZANNE  D.  QUIGLEY 
14  Saddlehill  Road 
Weston,  MA  02193 


SARA  C.  RABINOWITZ 
165  Cliff  Road 
Wellesley,  MA  02181 


WENDY  RACHLIN 
Gracemere 

Tarry  town,  NY  10591 


CELIA  OGDEN 

2621  Cosmos  Drive,  N.E. 

Atlanta,  GA  30345 


ELIZABETH  RAMIREZ  DE 
ARELLANO 

37  Marginal  Palmar  Norte 
San  Juan,  VI  00913 


ELEANOR  L.  RAMOS 
28  Blake  Street 
Hyde  Park,  MA  02136 

SARAH  JANE  RAMSEY 
86  Roxbo rough  St.  E. 
Toronto,  Canada 


JULIE  B.  RATTNER 
12944  Talbot  Lane 
Huntington  Woods,  MI  48070 


LINDA  J.  REICHLIN 
57  Hartwell  Road 
W.  Hartford,  CT  06117 


SHEREE  E.  RHEINHARDT 
RR  8  Box  133 
Evansville,  IN  47711 


J'AIME  H.  RICH 
3113  Van  Aken  Blvd. 
Shaker  Heights,  OH  44130 


FAY  ROBINSON 
1149  Willow  Road 
Winnetka,  IL  60093 


ROBERTA  ROSE 
17  Susan  Place 
Katonah,  NY  10536 


GAIL  ELISE  ROSS 
15  Dellwood  Lane 
Tinton  Falls,  NJ  07724 


PATRICIA  E.  RUBENSTEIN 
113  Hatherly  Road 
Syracuse,  NY  13224 


ALIX  R.  RUBIN 
160-54  23  Avenue 
Whitestone,  NY  11357 


DIANE  L.  RUBIN 
19  Wilson  Avenue 
Concord,  NH  03301 


VIRGINIA  G.  RUSSO 
45  Loockerman  Avenue 
Poughkeepsie,  NY  12601 


BETTY  L.  SALINGER 
427  Sudbury  Street 
Marlboro,  MA  01752 


NANCY  J.  SAMPSON 
48  Myrtle  Street 
Waltham,  MA  02154 


SUSAN  D.  SAUNDERS 
3052  Albion  Road 
Cleveland,  OH  44120 


NINA  K.  SCHLOSBERG 
2525  N  10th  Street 
Arlington,  VA  22200 


ELLEN  V.  SCHNEIDER 
5935  Kimble  Court 
Falls  Church,  VA  22041 


EMILY  A.  SCHULTZ 
808  Valley  Road 
Watchung,  NJ  07060 


SHARON  L.  SELLERS 
203  Endicott  Avenue 
Elmsford,  NY  10523 


BETTY  E.  SHAVE 
158  Harbor  South 
Amityville,  NY  11701 


KATHLEEN  M.  SHEA 
46  Orchard  Street 
Greenfield,  MA  01301 


RUBY  J.  SHERROD 
RR  2  Box  102  A 
Hollandale,  MS  38748 


DIANE  A.  SHRANK 
375  New  Dover  Road 
Colonia,  NJ  07067 


SALLY  M.  SHUBERT 
Box  126 

Seal  Harbor,  ME  04675 


LAURA  B.  SILVER 
95  Pocahontas  Drive 
Warwick,  RI  02888 


TERRI  D.  SILVERBERG 
2227  Pelham  Road  North 
St.  Petersburg,  FL  33710 


GISELE  E.  SIMMONS 
3170  Broadway  Apt.  6  B 
New  York,  NY  10027 


SUSAN  D.  SIMMONS 
940  Oak  Spring  Lane 
Libertyville,  IL  60048 


LESLEY  A.  SLAVIN 
55  Woolson  Street 
Watertown,  CT  06795 


SHARON  L.  SMALL 
21  Melantic  SLV 
Makati,  3116  Philippines 


CAROLINE  J.  SMITH 
1620  Hunting  Ridge  Road 
Raleigh,  NC  27609 


MARJORIE  A.  SMITH 
91  Elmdale  Avenue 
Akron,  OH  44313 


MARY  K.  SMITH 
16  Sachuest  Drive 
Middletown,  RI  02840 


KAREN  E.  SNOWE 
13  Kynlyn  Road 
Radnor,  PA  19087 


JAN  M.  SNYDER 
4  Byron  Lane 
Larchmont,  NY  10538 


SUSAN  S.  SHEN 
7281  SW  142  Terrace 
Miami,  FL  33158 
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ANN  SPERLING 

580  Park  Avenue,  Apt.  4  D 

New  York,  NY  10021 

JENNIFER  TRAINER 

19  Highland  Bay  Dr. 
Wareham,  MA  02571 

MYRIAM  A.  SPRINGUEL 

6414  Wiscasset  Road 

Bethesda,  MD  20016 

DEBRA  J.  TRANTOLO 

77  Whitehill  Drive 

West  Hartford,  CT  06117 

KATHERINE  W.  STARK 

2620  Knollwood  Road 

Charlotte,  NC  28211 

ANNE  W.  TROUTMAN 

860  UN  Plaza  30  A 

New  York,  NY  10017 

ANNE  M.  STEARNS 

Hobart  House 

Haddam,  CT  06438 

CLAUDIA  M.  URRY 

2  Black  Horse  Terrace 
Winchester,  MA  01890 

MICHELE  D.  STENT 

6015  Independence  Ave. 

New  York,  NY  10471 

KATHARINE  L.  UTZINGER 
12  Stockmar  Drive 

Basking  Ridge,  NJ  07920 

KELLY  E.  STEPHENS 

8  Andrews  Lane 

Marblehead,  MA  01945 

SUSAN  VAN  RAALTE 

26  Meadow  Lane 

Lawrence,  NY  11559 

CYNTHIA  W.  VanBUREN 

1096  Oakland  Avenue 

Plainfield,  NJ  07060 

LORI  B.  WEINSTEIN 

200  E.  33rd  St.  Apt.  26  D 
New  York,  NY  10016 

PHILIPPA  GILLIAN 

VanGELDER 

27  Glenside  Road 

South  Orange,  NJ  07079 

KAREN  L.  WENGROD 

15  Newcastle  Drive 
Nashua,  NH  03060 

NINA  C.  VITALE 

19  Orchard  Drive 

Woodbury,  NY  11797 

DIANE  E.  WHEELER 

6  Audobon  Drive 
Denville,  NJ  07834 

DEBORAH  L.  WALKER 

16  Sea  Street 

Manchester,  MA  01944 

MARY  L.  WHITE 

4459  Olentangy  Blvd. 
Columbus,  OH  43214 

JANICE  M.  WANG 

Old  Farm  Road 

Lincoln,  MA  01773 

VIVIAN  L.  WILKINS 

86  Harvard  Ave.  #1 

West  Medford,  MA  02155 

LAURIE  P.  WECHSLER 

141  Finchley  Rd.  Montreal  P  Q 
Canada  H3X3A 

ROBIN  A.  WILLIAMSON 
6900  Henley  Street 
Philadelphia,  PA  19119 

ELLEN  J.  STEUER 
203  West  86  Street 
Manhattan,  NY  10024 


LAURETTA  A.  STINSON 
420  Oliver  Road 
Sewickley,  PA  15143 


CATHERINE  FERRIER  STOLL 
1152  Martin  Avenue 
Plainfield,  NJ  07060 


ELAINE  S.  STROM 
24  St.  Stephens  Lane 
Scotia,  NY  12302 


LISA  A.  SULLIVAN 
24  Grove  Street 
Medford,  MA  02155 


ALISAND  L.  SWANSON 
562  Huron^  Avenue 
Cambridge,  MA  02138 


ELIZABETH  A.  SWEETNAM 
198  Hollister  Street 
Manchester,  CT  06040 


SUSAN  BARBARA  SZEPAN 
295  Amherst  Street 
Manchester  1,  NH  03104 


BETH  TANNER 
7  Sumpter  Avenue 
East  Williston,  NY  11596 


CHERYL  A.  TEARE 
324  Carteret  Terrace 
Orange,  NJ  07050 


VILAIWAN  TECHAPIBUL 
RYL  Thai  Emb.  1906-23  St.  NW 
Washington,  DC  20008 


JOAN  E.  TEST 
10  Cameron  Avenue 
Somerville,  MA  02144 


MOLLY  A.  THOMAS 
52  Powderhouse  Blvd. 
Somerville,  MA  02144 
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JANET  B.  WILSON 
103  Central  Street 
North  Reading,  MA  01864 


PAMELA  FRANCINE  WINI 
22  Woodland  Way 
Haverhill,  MA  01830 


ROBIN  R.  WINGATE 
6639  Lincoln  Drive 
Philadelphia,  PA  19119 

LESLIE  A.  WINOKUR 
412  Casino  Avenue 
Cranford,  NJ  07016 


LISA  M.  WISNIEWSKI 
145  Myrtle  Street 
Lowell,  MA  01850 


MARIANNE  J.H.  WITHERE 
Huckleberry  Hill 
Lincoln,  MA  01773 


MELISSA  H.  WOLFE 
3700  Oliver  Street  NW 
Washington,  DC  20015 


GERI  S.  WOLFSON 
33  Oak  Hill  Road 
Worcester,  MA  01609 


GAIL  E.  YAGJIAN 
66  Grove  Street 
Winchester,  MA  01890 


HAMING  YUEN 
1374  Nostrand  Ave. 
Brooklyn,  NY  11226 


CAROL  L.  ZATSKY 
657-A  Heritage  Village 
Southbury,  CT  06448 


RUTH  M.  ZIKARAS 
50  Blackhouse  Road 
Trumbull,  CT  06611 


SUSAN  M.  ZMIJESKI 

326  Westmont 

West  Hartford,  CT  06117 
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J.S.  Connolly 


John  Rubinow 


Jim  Nutson 


Trevor  Lee 


Sara  Jane  Matloff 


Frank  Ferrara 
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Keith  Hunter 


Annina  Elizabeth  Nicholas  Robysina  Louise  James 
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Ha  Ming  Yuen 


Nancy  Braese 


Susan  Povenmire 


Patti  Rubenstein 


Claudia  Boldmar 


Paul  Pedini 


Patricia  Powers 


Peter  Cura 


Andy  Lackaff 


319 


Peter  Small 


Carrie  Benz 


Jean  Blodgett 


Elane  Long 


Melissa  Farral 


Kerry  R.  Smith  t  Alice  Gerardi 


320 


Fred  Davis 


Randi  Klein 


Roberta  Rose 


Robin  Jelley 


Ralph  Cohn 


Cheryl  Brown 
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Neil  Redline 


Janice  Dickstein 


Kathy  Stark 


Nanette  Navarre 


Herluf  Luud 


Karen  Besser 


Jose  Rios 


Bruce  Clarke 


Pam  Weiner 


Joe  McCord 


Linda  Krause 


Louise  Akilliau 


Lori  Peterson 


Elizabeth  David 
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Lynn  Farkas 


Try  Somerville  House  of  Pizza 

ESPRESSO  Delivers 

Small  and  Large 

336  Boston  Ave.  (7:30  p.m.- 

Pizzas 

Grinders  &  Sandwiches 

Call:  396-0062  midnite) 

Buy  5  items  for  950  and  up.  Get 

Pizza  and  hot  oven  Subs,  Fish  and  Chips,  French  Fries 

one  small  Pizza  free! 

and  Onion  Rings,  Hamburg  Plates. 

Open:  Sunday:  1  p.m. -12  p.m. 

Delivery  to  all  campus  dorms 

Mon-Thurs.:  10:30  a.m.-2  a.m. 

666-8232 

1167  Broadway,  Teele  Sq.,  Somerville 

Fri  &  Sat:  10:30  a.m. -2  a.m. 

University 
Dining  Services 


Congratulates  the  class  of  1977 

Curtis  Snack  Bar 
Carmichael 
Dewick-Macphie 
Dewick  Evening  Snack  Bar 
Hodgdon 

Faculty  Graduate  Center 


Steve's 
Ice  Cream 

Open  2-11:30,  7  Day  a  week 

Try  our  hot  fudge  Supercookie 
Sundae,  with  ground  Reese's  Peanut  Butter  cup  on 

top! 


Ba/Bank 


Middlesex 

321  BOSTON  AVE. 


—  |Narratibe  #39 

Poglston  street  looked  tike  a  bunci]  of  prehistoric  reptiles 
fighting  for  a  biater  Ijole  built  on  rumors.  JV  riber  of 
buzz-sabis  speebing  like  ^Mississippi  riber  boats  gleam- 
tug  like  bestrogers  tbjat  reallg  tromp  on  it  Ijeabeb  for  tlje 
foaterfall  biljere  tljeg  all  jump  for  tlje  ebge  aub  accelerate 
straight  bobin  in  tl]eir  rust]  to  beat  tl|e  biater  before  it 
breaks  ou  tl]e  rocks  aub  scatters  glass  axles  aub  bloob 
ebergful]ere  like  tl|at  cab  bil]o  fell  off  tl|e  expressbiag.  Pull 
from  tl|e  curb  aub  in  frout  of  a  reb  cab  beljinb  a  Poston 
cab  biitl]  brobm  sl]it  flofotug  off  tl|e  roof  aub  truuk  mak¬ 
ing  mg  tires  spin  aub  3  l]abe  to  get  out  aub  arouub  tl]e 
fucker  stopping  on  tl]e  left.  Cljeg’re  all  arouub  me  aub 
eben  more  are  foaitiug  tl|eir  turn  to  flobi  bobmstream  to 
Park  Jig.  aub  the  pit  before  the  Common.  —  3  foalkeb 
onto  tl]e  pabemeut  in  tire  sl]a be  of  mg  cab  but  tl]e  black 
bias  still  t|ot  biitl]  stickg  sl]it  all  ober  it  from  ebge  to  ebge 
aub  cigarette  butts  aub  fucking  grime  in  tl ]e  slubge  all 
melting  in  tl]e  sun  on  mg  feet.  Come  arouub  onto  tl|e 
sibefualk  that's  tl]e  same  sl]it  except  cars  bon’t  go  ou  it. 
pricks  laib  in  biagoual  patterns,  staubiug  back  from 
eacl]  otljer  but  jammeb  in  close  because  gou  gotta  l]abe 
something  to  bialk  on  aub  eben  bialktng  ou  it  is  gross. 
Clje  sl]abe  from  tl|e  builbiug  on  tl|e  corner  falls  ou  tl]e 
bricks  aub  cuts  across  a  steel  cober  to  sometl]iug  that's  a 
little  biarmer  tl]au  tl]e  bricks  iusteab  of  cooler.  piljite 
curb  arouub  it  all  minerals  a  little  begetable  garbeu  of 
grass  biitl]  busies  in  tl]e  same  prebicament.  pil]at  sl]it 
but  it’s  a  nice  place.  <3f  street  in  30. C.  boes  it  a  fuck  of  a 
lot  better  but  it's  probablg  because  of  climate  aub  freezing 
grouub  aub  ebergttfiug  is  befinitelg  tl]e  best  it  coulb  be. 
^5 berg  incl\  P^acon  street  bias  plauueb  to  be  preciselg 
tl ]e  biag  it  is. 
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